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THE HUMORIST ARRIVISTE: Man and Method 


Shelley Berman, one the country’s more 
sophisticated entertainers, performed here 
March. The following conversation between Mr. 
Berman, Glenn Starlin, Tom Gaddis and Ron 
Abell was tape-recorded during the afternoon be- 
fore his evening appearance, Professor Starlin 
heads the Department Speech; Mr. Gaddis and 
Mr. Abell are the outgoing and incoming editors 
the Northwest Review the University 
Oregon. 


Mr. Berman, gathered here discuss humor, and 
you, One the things that might interest your listeners and our 
readers how you compare your humor with the humor the past 


—the lariat-swinging political commentary Will Rogers, for 
example. 


Well, all know about Will Rogers from what read. 
But very important part comedian the way says things. 
But when I’m quoted sometimes—when newsman quotes me, 
looks dreadfully unfunny, violently out context, the sentence pre- 
ceding and the sentence after the sentence which was five sen- 
tences before are gone, you see, and therefore the real meaning 
gone, And those things are terribly important. Just brief recording 
Will Rogers which did hear, which spoke how end 
wars moving countries around the map, was delightful humor. 
But that’s all have about have some information about 
Fields and his brash, hoodlumesque delivery. The attitude presented 
these men—Rogers, Fields—is more important than the lines 
which have been written that they said. 


What about lines playwright like Oscar Wilde? Are 
they innate within the writing must they read good actor? 


SHELLEY BERMAN 


Now talking about literary humor, about the 
written word humor and discussing with man who 
writes humor, but writes purely for performance, write only for 
myself. But don’t see where Oscar Wilde really differs—the humor 
Wilde the literary humor his particular period—from the 
humor today. Perhaps just wordage there has been change, 
change the things can attack now. Oscar Wilde would have 
had difficulty attacking airlines, but was living today, doubt 
would write much more Only would have had 
other things write about. 


Gappis: You think our sense values has changed more than our 
sense humor? 


don’t think our sense humor has changed. I’m pretty 
sure that Neanderthal man, being very haughty before his compan- 
ions and tripping over rock just the right time, drew much 
laughter comedian today when pretends haughty and 
suddenly loses his balance. think the same things have been happen- 
ing throughout the years. would willing wager that there 
was society created for the prehistoric man, there were some critics 
that society and some humorous critics that society. 


ABELL: the subject written humor versus spoken—the 
spread that Playboy Magazine gave you some time ago where they 
reproduced one your routines, were you satisfied with 


Absolutely not! was dreadfully unhappy with it. 
thought they were just going use few captions under the pic- 
tures. didn’t know that they were going put the whole routine in. 
These are not jokes that tell. These are units, little vignettes, little 
one-act plays, and they will bear repeating. However, where the 
element surprise absolutely essential joke, and have 
few those, those things eventually wear down and have get 
them out act and put new things have new material com- 
ing now. 


Gappis: Where, how does originate? The airplane travel bit, 
for example? 


Well, don’t know. really don’t know. have never 
once life said, “Say, that’s idea.” That’s never happened 
me, I’m not that inspired. have little idea sort clinking around 
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inside head and say myself, “One these days, I’ve 
got that,” and I’ll let alone, and one day say “Gee, I’ve got 
think new act—remember that old idea was thinking about, 
maybe can make something happen there.” Eventually, piece will 
come out. 


That airplane travel thing. It’s almost though came 
from some part you that was afraid airplane. 


mean, when left today, when flew out today, rose into 
the sky—off the ground—my friends and said, made 
again.” There’s always feeling don’t think that air- 
planes are that dangerous, but talk about fears which are generally 
groundless. But have lot fears which are Now 
this airplane routine, you really listen closely, you analyze the 
material, you will find that I’m not lashing out against airplanes 
all...not poking fun the institution airplanes. I’m poking fun 
the human element involved with airplanes. 


This the fear and frustration the human. 


Yes. Well, seeking labels and pigeon 
holes something which has always stymied me. very difficult 
for use the terms “fear” and “frustration.” They’re too am- 
biguous for me; they don’t anything for anybody. 


ABELL: You were speaking earlier about the genesis your acts— 
the germination period when you were thinking about you 
spring absolutely cold for the first time front audience? 


BERMAN: Yes. 


ABELL: You haven’t talked out yourself or... 


Oh, have. course, I’ve thought out considerably. 
But you think the action rather than the You feel confident 
the facility articulate, that the words will there when you 
need them, You think the feeling and then express the feeling. 
think actions, what involved with. 


The blurb your first record cover spoke you 
cerebral comedian. 


SHELLEY BERMAN 


Well, you take the printed word being gospel? 


And makes one wonder, for example hearing the 
record where you some pretty far out Freudian bits, like crawling 
and out the womb, for example—wonder where this came from 
and how you decided that would with audience and how you 
were able rescue the audience before things got too rough. 


don’t know, purely intuitive man. But there 
are some times when I’m taken completely surprise; but al- 
most always sure that the thing going say will funny 
whether far out, Freudian, whatever. And most 
stuff lacks that esoteric quality, Laurels have been heaped 
which are undeserved, such being cerebral intellectual. have 
read little about Zen Buddhism. I’m uninformed about this sub- 
ject and yet all say one sentence about Zen and suddenly 
have given the impression that completely That’s 
pretty phony thing do. Let’s face it. 


Gappis: There was Zen philosopher the campus last week, 
Alan Watts, who spoke about one hand clapping. you suppose 
stole your Zen 


No, stole his. got that out book. just wanted 
find out little about it. make joke, for example, about Gertrude 
Stein. think have read two short stories Gertrude Stein. And 
I’m familiar with Four Saints Three Acts, but information 
pretty damn limited. 


ABELL: Yet you are long way from slapstick comedy, and you 
deal with innuendoes and voice inflections. you feel that perhaps 
you appeal slightly higher level audience? 


Oh, know appeal higher level audience, but 
also know this: that the audience itself higher level than people 
may make little difference. But information 
not the most important ingredient the intellect. Once while, 
will have inside joke. But inside joke just that, inside 
joke for those little friends that you want smart for. Those 
jokes are unimportant. 


What you consider your important 


| 
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Well...those which tell the truth. don’t know. 
have few quotes. don’t know who quoted them. don’t know who 
said them. “Look after truth and beauty will look after itself” one 
quote. “Here thrive, lowering real estate values,” another quote. 
Now, this says something which can acknowledged many ugly 
little ways, but think can laugh it, the same time receiving 
some therapy from it, then maybe something good occurring. Now 
not claiming therapist. God knows, I’m not out the 
world any good. I’m out myself all the good can. But, hope 
there are by-products, that there some residue good from 
comedy. don’t claim that have aim above mere laughter. 
only aim become rich and famous and ply trade. 
claim, however, that some good will come it. I’ve had these dis- 
cussions many times and hate wax philosophical, but feel that the 
most altruistic acts are usually the result the most selfish endeavor 
and think the more selfish am, the harder try become rich and 
famous, the more good will for others. 


ABELL: You touch sacred cow sometimes, think. For example 
your airplane bit, you were joking about death. And when you tell 
the kid you’re God, this sort thing which think funny, you 


ever find any personal reactions from people who violently oppose 
this? 


BerMAN: First, let’s straighten the record out. don’t talk about 
death the airplane material. 


ABELL: Well, it’s dealing with death. 


No. I’m not dealing with death all. Never! Never! 
There one... 


Gappis: when you stop suddenly mountain, for instance? 


Right. Right. you want presume that death 
result this, you may. But haven’t presumed it. you want 
one step further and kill the people the plane, think there 
kind evil quality you, you see. But haven’t done that. 


Gappis: The mountain may either rock marshmallow? 


And can either rock marshmallow. you want 


SHELLEY BERMAN 


make that extra presumption you may; there nothing stop 
you. But, not dealing with death. dealing with the fear 
death. There one joke that airline routine which sorry 
about, but was inexperienced and used the joke—a ghastly joke— 
and have taken out the act now; don’t use it, and that the 
reference Will Rogers and Carole Lombard which ghastly and 
unfair joke. But don’t use However, damned, 
because record. have grown some since then, Grown 
many ways. But with the seat belt, anything else, there ref- 
erence—there only reference the imminence danger. 


ABELL: But people, feel, would react that the same way 
you were speaking death. 


Oh, really? people are laughing death, then there 
something wrong with the people. You are not really, when you 
hear that joke, when you hear the humorous treatment it, thinking 
terms death that time. And, you are, you’re misinterpreting 
the comedy. There nothing funny about death, and I’m not discus- 
sing death that airplane piece. There’s nothing humorous about 
that. But, what discussing that extension our own fears 
which imagine that death could come us, you see. Now 
make joke about airline disaster, then have talked about death. 
make reference, for example—as another comedian has about 
actual airline disaster, explosion plane—if that, then 
have talked about death. But now, just talking about the fear. 
The fear hitting that mountain. 


What you feel lies the basis humor? man 


predicament? Most your themes are someone predica- 
ment. Someone else. 


really can’t tell what the basis humor. can’t tell 
what that triggers laughter sends off humorous direc- 
Too many wise men have said and left holes their state- 
ments. Steve Allen’s book, was talking about the basic jokes, 
one part his book, and made statement with which heartily 
agree: that you’re always going find new joke plot, new thing 
that people will laugh at. 


You approach humor seriously though, even the set- 


DISCUSSION 


ting your stage—your use stool bare stage where you 
are perched there with casual air, smoking, well-dressed. all 
this, presume that this all planned contribute your effective- 
ness the type humor you use. 


Your presumption thoroughly wrong anything 
could be. Everything that arises purely from function, pure 
function. work the telephone because actor first all 
regard myself actor first all and need another actor react 
off of. can’t, think, significantly pretend that there somebody 
stage with doesn’t exist. can, however, pretty 
ingly create that other individual the other end That’s 
why the phone came about. don’t feel that reasonable 
talking telephone and standing up. When you talk the 
phone, generally, you make yourself comfortable and sit down, 
sit down. nightclubs you sit chair sometimes you are too 
low for the rest the audience and found myself stool, 
that would raised, that the audience could see me. smoke 
cigarettes because smoke cigarettes—not because want iden- 
tified cigarette smoker. dress nicely because want look well 
stage, but, none these things—not one thing—was created 
ship, course, but those are incidental. need spotlights order 


How you feel just before you on? you feel 
the traditional thespian, insecure, 


don’t really know how feel. One concerned about 
many things. About how many people are the audience. Have 
got nice fat audience tonight? I’m concerned about whether the 
lights are going work, whether the stool going placed prop- 
erly—about many things that really haven’t got time know 
have some particular individual the audience whom specifically 
want please, there some trepidation. Or, television show, 
feel great strain pressure because know that only have seven 
minutes, six minutes maybe eight minutes lucky which 
shoot the whole thing, and it’s die. nightclub have 
forty-five minutes hour. eight minutes doesn’t make it, the 
hell with it. 


SHELLEY BERMAN 


ABELL: you prefer nightclub work 


prefer medium. Every one good. Every one 
enjoyable and one has virtues that the other hasn’t. 


STARLIN: you like have audience that reacts you 
does this speaking into vacuum tube, speak, you don’t have 
audience—does this concern you? 


Well never have had work without audience. 
can’t imagine what would like. When you work television 
studio, you have audience. audience the most integral part 


comedy. audience more important comedy than the ma- 
terial the comedian. 


STARLIN: You said that sometimes you want have another per- 
son the other end your conversation. Have you ever worked 
with someone else the other end your conversation 


Yes. have worked with other people. have been 
actor. 


STARLIN mean long you’ve had your act? 


BERMAN: no, no. I’ve never said that wanted have another 
person the other end the line. didn’t say that. said that need 
another actor relate to, and create the other actor somewhere 


off stage. 


other writers write your material 


No, no. Nobody gives any material. 


ABELL: the PTA routine your most spontaneous, where you 
just throw yourself open for questions? 


Yes. That’s purely spontaneous. 


And was this brought into your act later? That is, after 
you had experience solo act? 


No. matter fact, was one the early acts. 
doesn’t always You can only sometimes. It’s hard 
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thing because it’s audience-participation act, and you can’t 
really count it. There are times when it’s just awful. Especially 
you have group wiseguys the audience. You know, you give 
them chance talk they are going funnier than you. mean, 
it’s their whole intention, show off for the table, you know. The 
act won’t work the Blue Angel New York for some reason, 
works everywhere else nightclubs, but the Blue Angel New 


York you can’t it, you just cannot the act. don’t know why, 
but they let you it. 


ABELL: you feel any sort challenge when you are doing this 
one? 


BERMAN: Why, sure. It’s lovely challenge. Now naturally, have, 
through experience, developed about six seven good answers 
six seven questions which were always coming up. have that 
insurance, you see. But the spontaneity the act never leaves, and 
it’s fun act when comes off. But, all depends the audience. 
The audience has exceedingly willing play with you. 
they play against you, you’re gone. 


you think people, generally, know what kind 


humor they want? you think that they mostly take what they 
get? 


Nobody knows what kind humor they want, because 
there kind humor. keep getting back these categories. 
keep getting back this labeling. don’t know why it’s neces- 
sary label. Perhaps, people who are interested press and writ- 
ing, perhaps you are, you feel the need find way describing 
word categorize. don’t know why matters. you want 
categorize, tell you—each one you privately categorizes the 
humor involved seeing somebody almost miss chair and catch 
just sort the edge their fanny for that moment the middle 
room; and you all laugh, you all laugh. And then you off some- 
place and tell what sort humor that was. come back with 
different answers. I’m positive will. 


The creative artist doesn’t like categorized 
talk about categories—they just don’t like it. 


SHELLEY BERMAN 


STARLIN: realize this, but you mentioned here earlier about far- 
out humor and sick humor. 


Nobody talked about sick humor here, and never men- 
tioned far-out humor. was answering question. 


What you think sick humor, the way? 
don’t think there such thing. 
You don’t? 


No. think there such thing offensive humor, 
but don’t think there such thing sick humor. This new 
label; this new word which has meaning There 
classification, and here again with the categories and the 
classification thing. 


Aren’t they important? 


They may important you, but they have never been 
important enough even think about them I’m just talking 
about something have never really thought about. But, tell you 
this, you say that sick humor new phenomenon, and obviously 
that the implication here, let’s back few years movies 
which Negro was always portrayed stupid, frightened idiot. 
Let’s back the comedians who are still doing occasional 
takeoff spastics hair-lips, the joke about guy who has 
cleft palate. That sort nonsense. Let’s back this sort 
cruelty. Let’s talk about the comedian who says “I’ve got nice hotel 
room: clear day you can see the stabbings Central Park.” 
This, when people are dying and being threatened every minute 
the day New York ravaging maniacs. Let’s talk about these 
comedians for moment. Let’s talk about the man who said, “my girl 
friend fat that...” and talks about her ugliness, her human 
frailties and infirmities. Let’s talk about these comics and then come 
about sick humor. Let’s air this nonsense. Nothing makes 
madder than hear the term “sick comedy.” 


STARLIN There are the connotations. 


: 
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Well, this what regard sick But they are 
not being called the sick comedians, and they never have been calied 
sick comedians. There has never been word until now. They have 
invented word. Sick. They’ve invented this new meaning for comedy 
and violently object it. 


Gappis: Sick must mean some very special thing the entertain- 
ment field you. 


BERMAN: Well, certainly does. was called sick comedian. 


see. 


was called sick comedian. was categorized sick 
comedian Time Magazine, who called group new comedians 
group sick comedians, disparaging every endeavor they make 
bring something new and creative into the comedy field. And, call- 
ing sick comedian those five hundred thousand people who have 
bought album are likewise addicted sickness. There offensive 
humor, course, but what about these comedians who are not called 
sick comedians who have never been accused using sick humor, 
who violate, every chance they get, the sanctity devotion, who vio- 
late marriage—“my wife stupid, wife this, mother- 
in-law about these comics who violate the bedroom 
every possible chance they get and the bathroom every chance they 
get, who obscene representation homosexuality? They’re 
not called sick comedians and they have never been accused using 
sick humor. Now there offensive humor, certainly. How many 


you here have had the opportunity read Mark Twain’s “1601.” 
that the title it? 


have. 


All right, Mark Twain one the most celebrated 
humorists that ever lived America Now read that thing, and 
think it’s hilarious. you think that anybody could write some- 
thing like that today and get away with it? 


No. are not robust enough. 


SHELLEY BERMAN 


BERMAN: Comedy has improved much; there much less 
‘sick’ humor existence today than there was ten years ago. And, 
they are lashing out. don’t understand this. Why does the press all 
sudden have come with this damned word 


The word morbid used used. 
didn’t have that terrible implication. Sick violent. 


You mean kind like the Charles Addams type 


Yes, and the sick jokes that were going around, like 
Willie playing second base. plays the base because has legs. 


Well, course, these sick jokes were fad. few years 
ago they were very popular. 


This probably where the word came from. The jokes 
were going around all over and they labeled them sick. 


you think that that label the word sick for that 
humor, for certain kinds humor today, had anything with 
prejudice against 


think there’s definite prejudice against intellectualism 
any form. This inverted snobbery very prominent. There 
dedication mediocrity and because the mediocre the easiest 
accept. The bland the easiest digest. know mean 
when sit down eat our food, know that the easiest digest 
the least tasteful. There dedication that kind health. 
They’re afraid anything which just little bit daring. 


The word sick you feel might just sop the anti- 
intellectual 


could be; could very well be. 


ABELL: Well, were talking about labels. you like con- 
sider yourself actor, humorist, comedian, 
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BERMAN: Yes! 

ABELL: All four? 

There are maybe couple more. 


Well stage expect something the audience too. 
They expect something and they have right to, and expect 
myself funny, that’s problem. The only time that abhor 
being expected funny off-stage. 


you feel serious off-stage? 


Well, don’t know that feel serious. There 
again. 


you feel normal? 
All right, let’s take nice word like “serious.” 
Gappis: Well, you are not Pagliacci with bleeding heart, then. 


No, once while have little heart burn, but don’t 
there are times when miserable and have 
stomach-ache have had argument with wife. Oh, not with 
wife; never argue with wife. matter fact, that’s the 
gospel truth. have been married thirteen years and have not 
argued. This the most blissful thing existence. But, have 
—well, all right, what? You know, like you have had your days, 
too. But you have your job do. You out and it. You don’t 
dramatize this thing. You feel lousy, but you out and your job. 
So, I’ve got funny. say the words, and work hard and 
make them laugh and that’s it. you have class some- 
thing take care of, you do. You don’t glorify it. This too much 
glory heaped comedians. They are craftsmen; they are artists and 
they have job do. There are times when they stink. 
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STARLIN: Don’t you think that you have certain ego and reach 
near-perfection order live with yourself and put this across? 


Oh, course. But don’t expect from 
perfection. expect absolute perfection. anticipate this and desire it. 
And, will tell you this, have found it. 


Well, sure. That’s why you are good comparison with 
someone who 


There are times...I often hear people say “you are 
really never thoroughly satisfied, now are you?” sure hell am. 
have walked off the stage many times when thought “My God, 
was great!” was good tonight; did well.” 


Every creative artist has point where feels that 
has attained that. would have use being creative artist 
unless did feel that one time another. 


course, but when you talk about the word ego there 
another thing. The word ego ambiguous term. good 
word. But, don’t ever know the meaning it. There one word, 
though, and that’s the word, sensitivity, that know the meaning 
of. The minute you start claiming sensitivity, you start sounding like 
whining child. You start sounding foolish and awful. You say, 
“Well, happen sensitive.” Now sensitivity simply means 
ability feel things rather deeply. That’s what means me. 
Now, don’t know what happens when say “sensitive” somebody 
the semantic effect that may have anybody this room. 
When say “sensitive,” don’t mean something derogatory. Many 
say, “Oh, you shouldn’t sensitive.” You know—you hear that 
frequently. Or, “You are too sensitive.” Now when somebody says 
“you are too sensitive,” the only answer can give them 
this “How you expect moved sufficiently existence 
order recall and recreate these experiences for you and delight 
you, not sufficiently sensitive absorb these things?” Now, 
very often you hear another word, temperamental. That really bad 
word. There bad implication. artist goes play show, and 
somewhere during the middle his act the spotlight man who was 
given the cue goofs and blacks him out the middle number. 
Now, this man, this actor supposed know, not think anything 
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it, not upset it. This expected him isn’t it? Now how 
the hell can this actor ever great one isn’t upset this 
kind flaw? think that awful. 


STARLIN: momentary upset does carry on? 


You mean, guy ever blacked out accident, 
you think going hate his wife and children? 


STARLIN No, that’s not what mean. 


You get off stage and you say, “What the hell did you 
do? What God’s name did you says, I’m 
sorry,” and you work out and forget it. 


How did you get started the solo routine? 


BERMAN: was actor Chicago few years ago. One day 
were doing improvisations. were doing real revival the 
“Comedia del Arte,” and was very interesting. would take sub- 
jects from the audience and off-stage and discuss them and come 
back and improvisations. discovered around this time that 
was capable, and the first time that the revelation made itself known 
me—gee, that’s kind redundant, isn’t it? revelation made itself 
known me—this was the first time that realized that was capable 
thinking humor, creating humor the spot. When knew 
that could that, then just went and did many could 
own—some monologues, improvised—then auditioned 
Chicago nightclub, and was in. 


When was this? 


This was August 1957 that started doing night- 
club comedy. 


ABELL: You mentioned your background about being actor 
and also being writer. wonder they were working together, 
you had considered being writer one time? 


Well, no. wrote make living one time, but not 
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any extent. wrote some sketches for Steve Allen’s Tonight show 
free-lance basis. just wrote three four sketches once 
while, and then would write three four more. You know, just 
keep myself bread and butter. never dreamt writing for 
myself, and still don’t write for myself. think material. guess 
the only word for that write own material, but not 


you use tape recorder and get transcribed for you? 


BERMAN: No, no. 

You just remember it? 
don’t remember it. 
You don’t remember it? 


No, don’t remember because don’t play the line, 
that’s the important thing. play the action, and play the action 
properly, the line will there tomorrow night. 


see. other words, you don’t that sense memorize 
word for word the routine. 


No, it’s impossible, it’s almost impossible, for 
quote myself. speak out, have back and start think- 
ing...and then can quote myself. But it’s very difficult for 
quote myself, say the middle routine. 


Gappis: What about when you hear your own record? 


don’t listen it. When listen it, listen only 
with ear for the quality it, and that’s all. not listening 


STARLIN: You were saying that what you put into writing 
might misinterpreted. Does this mean that you don’t want, ever, 
any your material put writing but want record only? 


3ERMAN: Well, don’t mind it’s record, but don’t ever 
want see writing, never. 
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How can you copyright 


Well, have typewritten secretary and it’s copy, 


you see. It’s published. material now published own pub- 
lishing 


This the way you copyright it, but you never let 
the general public? 


No. All material copyrighted. All material 
published. Everything that record published. 


When you say your own publishing firm, does that mean 
that coming out book? 


No, just published. not bound. 
you have any favorite humorists besides yourself 


Well, there are many like. fact, comment 
them would sort spend the afternoon. You see, even there 
refuse get too specific. hope you understand that understand 
your intention finding something specific, but hope you under- 


stand avoidance it. have favorite dish, nor ideal woman, 
nor favorite comedian. 


Gappis: What’s happened political humor? Have you ever gone 
over toward it? 


No. don’t think there anything act which 
really that topical. Many times, people who really don’t know act 
too well will say, “you lot things current events,” and they 
are wrong. The guy that does the current events Mort Sahl. He’s 
social commentator and talks about what happening today. 
really don’t, and really have desire to. It’s not that don’t think 
that this funny. just that don’t feel any real impetus. don’t 
feel really impelled talk about modern times much, Once 
while have reference, but it’s rare. 


your interviewers always get things 
BERMAN: migawd, some the things! had one interview 
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which lady asked about the amount money the tele- 
vision show and why earn that much money, and had lot 
things said about earnings and why you earn, but one the little 
things said was, “but think the tremendous effort make.” Well, 
all the printed interview was correct until got that one little 
phrase which said, “of course, think the tremendous effect 
make.” I’m always terrified little mistakes like that. 


Your humor quite different from that say Nichols 


and May, who two-part sophisticated thing. You’ve never done 
this kind? 


BERMAN: Oh. I’ve done it. matter fact, Nichols, May and 
were trio one time. worked together often. 


Where was this? 


This was part this group Chicago. all got 
started together. Then Nichols, May and tried off our own 
didn’t really work out. They found themselves much more 
compatible and found myself compatible with myself. 


ABELL: remember one time the Tonight show that they got 
you bit that you were working couple months ago, 
you feel that this great help try out before audience. 


Oh, yes. It’s fun that. feel that it’s good try 
out. Was this the hotel thing, maybe? 


ABELL: Yes. 


introduced that piece material into show yester- 
day afternoon, and last night did again and it’s going through 
right now the biggest trial. This the Hell Stage, and all the pieces 
that went through the Hell Stage. They all went through them 
and each time one, can’t imagine that the pieces that preceded 
had gone through this much hell. picky, and tell the 
audience, ““Would you like hear it? Would you like hear act 
that not finished yet?” let them know and then the act. It’s 
not down paper. don’t remember what the hell going 
say. But, this the one with hotel room and it’s crazy hotel room. 
It’s the wrongest hotel room all, has window and there are 
other things wrong with and trying develop this and will 
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develop this into There also new piece material 
development. tried this the first day concert tour and 
has already had about three weeks wear and trying and using 
it, that now getting very well developed. This piece will 
ready, would say, for television performance within It’s 
called Speck the Glass Milk” and there another piece 
which has already gone through the development and it’s ready, 
brand new piece called “Alvin and Shirley” which will doing 
tonight the first half. This poignant piece. don’t know you 
are aware it, but have about three four pieces which have 
kind wisp sadness them. 


the way, people have commented your record 


dealing with the womb and forth. Did that through this Hell 
phase also? 


No, because that isn’t piece That just 


little line. It’s joke, and hope that their comment wasn’t what 
think was: that was distasteful. 


No, no. It’s Freudian thing and got some comment. 


You mean, “Let’s talk about the womb and let’s face it, 
all want back. ’Fess up, you sleep fetal position, don’t 
don’t all talk, you know, 


Then you join the audience sense when you say that 
this kind awful? 


BerMAN: don’t remember what said. don’t use that piece any- 
more, but see, those are isolated moments. Like for example, “The 
Buttermilk” one joke the record, you recall it? just one 
joke which pile whole lot schmaltz extend it, and 
bring Zen Buddhism in, and bring the womb in. bring everything 
bring the game called nostalgics. Everything Buttermilk, 
but nothing related have facility for making seem re- 
lated, but it’s just bunch little thoughts, and put them all to- 
gether into the Buttermilk But, that’s not act. It’s just ten 
minutes worth chat, 
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Would you say that your audience gets larger, your 
material becomes more generalized 


BerMAN: think so. think that being more cautious now. 
won’t lose daring. hope not. think was Charles Laughton 
who told me, “Now the thing your daring, and you once get 
afraid, that’s when you will start hurting yourself. When you once 
get afraid missing few heads, that’s when you will start hurting 
yourself.” think was very right. haven’t lost desire 
out limb. Now the new telephone-call-to-the-desk-clerk bit 
really going out limb. That’s the new one, because absolutely, 
utterly plotless, and makes very little just bunch 
things pushed together. 


get that tonight’s performance? 


Yes. Now, its present stage somebody will come back 
and say, “Now that’s very funny thing.” But, really discerning 
person will come back and say, “There are possibilities there.” You 
see. And will say, not very good piece material.” 
Because, won’t know yet. You can’t know yet. It’s like looking 
drawing half done and saying the nose too big, You can’t really 
know. 


STARLIN: Speaking about daring, what about censorship 
your material 


censor material. You spoke few minutes ago 
about saying God. did that line the Sullivan show and 
received complaints, sure that there are few who will mis- 
interpret that, who won’t understand that not insulting the 
Deity, that what doing threatening the child and using the 
most outlandish form threat. have joke which I—it’s old 
act which not really using any more, but record, and 
it’s favorite act with show people. It’s called Most Important 
Booking Agent the World.” the very closing act, talking 
associate and are trying get technical director for 
religious movie that being done and say, “Have you got any sug- 
and “Yes, very good, let’s see you can get touch 
with him. No, you don’t have have his phone number, just ask 
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for the Vatican. long, Dave, see you later on.” Well, obviously 
the intention there book the Pope. Now, when first did this 
act Chicago, was invited out Loyola University. the way 
over was talking personal manager, and told him that 
would like Most Important Booking Agent.” knew that 
they’d get kick out it, they are college people and informed, and 
it’s pretty esoteric act. talk about Schweitzer and Picasso and 
Andre Gide, kind name-dropping act. wanted the act 
but was afraid the last line were going Catholic uni- 
versity and all the priests would there and the teachers, and 
personal manager who was devout Catholic said, “Come on, try it.” 
made the joke and they loved the joke and was beautiful thing. 
They were not offended. There will individual say, “You 
have insulted our didn’t insult the Pope. made joke. 
you have heard have heard, some the jokes that Catholics 
tell about the Church, then you know that they have lovely sense 
humor regarding their church. 


ABELL: Would that one, for example, without any trouble? 


No. No, will not because the ten individuals who 
will write letters out forty million people who are watching, and 
that’s the pain the neck with television. Because, ten individuals 
write letters, the automobile sponsors say there are ten people who 
buy our automobiles. Out forty million listeners, fifty peo- 
ple, hundred people, how much difference can they make? But 
they say you can’t use it, you can’t use it. 


ABELL: These cranks hyper-sensitive people—I wonder 
you ever personally get complaints off-color 


Oh, get it, sure. Now you listen performance 
tonight and you will find that there “blue” material act, 
dirty material. There some suggestion act, but 
couched reasonable language and it’s not offensively part 
act tonight, will talk about the preoccupation America 
today talking about advertising now, criticizing advertis- 
ing) with regularity. “Do you feel that the pressure on, somehow 
that you had better get with it, Johnny? And, you ain’t regular, you 
American? Now, feel violently compelied when walk out 
house the morning tell the first person meet did today, 
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Well, am, effect using what Charles Laugh- 
ton referred lavatory humor. But that’s not really dirty offen- 
It’s not joke about man who has very badly, which 
another thing. It’s not really toilet humor. But, have actually heard 
people say, saw Shelley Berman and his material raw.” have 
actually heard it. read review recently some woman writer who 
reviewed show and said that there altogether too much 
act which doubtful propriety. This absurd. You watch act 
closely tonight. Watch for those elements and see you can find 
them. You won’t find them. get lot mileage out the toilet, 
unfortunately, but when say that, mean that there are about two 
three references, you That isn’t much. 


Chic Sale didn’t too badly with it. 


There story that you will hear tonight which 
story, not act, and not piece It’s story that 
have heard and tell the audience that. This true. It’s just story 
that heard and they haven’t heard it, want them hear it, that’s 
Sometimes the audience applauds when they hear it, and 
embarrassed get applause for because didn’t it. It’s not me. 
It’s just relating something them and it’s about open fly. Now, 
I’m telling you now, it’s about open fly, about man’s pants being 
wide open. Now, you tell after this show tonight that story 
couldn’t have been delivered church social, the way it’s done, the 
way it’s handled. 


ABELL: Somewhere, someplace, don’t you think that someone would 
jump you for that? 


Right-o, Right-o. 
ABELL: Don’t these people make rough the 


Yes. But, you see, you can’t really let that bother you 
because they will attack your dynamic force. They will castrate you 
they can. For example, get letter, unsigned and address, 
nothing, not even Dear Shelley, just the note, are disgusting 
and hate you.” That’s the note. Now, can let that “we” whoever 
is—and have feeling that not but I—can let that “we” 
disturb me? mustn’t. can’t pleased with the receipt the let- 
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ter, but certainly can’t let that disturb me. have curtain speech 
which show. And incidentally, it’s probably the longest 
show any performer does, and still had the damn curtain speech, 
and people had been sitting there until their fannies fell Well, 
one critic who gave glowing mean really, couldn’t 
have bought the review—said, Berman’s curtain speech was 
unnecessary. didn’t too much help the show.” Now this 
man whose opinion respect. happens very good writer 
and good reporter and his opinions are reasonable, you think 
that doubted for one minute that would that curtain speech 
that night? 


the way, you get very much anti-semitic smut these 
days? 


Well, don’t hear that too much. 
You don’t get the mail 


don’t. haven’t received any that yet. will tell 
you what did receive. did receive lot letters from some people 
one day. One night the Jack Paar Show, turned and just 
casually said the meaning the what the mean- 
ing the holiday Hannukah? Jim Bishop was the show, the man 
who wrote The Day Christ Died, and had been discussing re- 
And, said that was the commemoration the winning 
battle Hebrew tribe. said, Jim can tell you more 
about it, being more expert.” And, then made joke. said, “I, 
course, wasn’t there the Well, brother, never received 
much mail. ought ashamed not informed the his- 
tory your people. Now the letter writers were all wrong because 
know the story Hannukah. know the whole thing, know 
about Antiochus, and know about the Maccabees, and know about 
the battle, and thoroughly informed had write them 
all answers. even received letters explaining the story. received 
one letter four typewritten pages telling the entire story, and 
returned with correction. 


Turning the future, for moment, you have any 
thoughts about the future, yourself humorist on? you 
think you will vary your material 


‘ 


SHELLEY BERMAN 


I’m going direction, now, which hope can con- 
tinue, and this combination comedy and have 
written three routines now, far. would like more into that 
direction and less into the commentary the audience the air- 
line material, less indirect speaking the audience, more into the 
little dramatic vignette. Also, real goal the theater, would 
like more that, but not leave comedy completely. want very 
much some acting with other people. 


ABELL: That’s the roughest stuff do, isn’t it, the poignant sort 
thing? 


No. The roughest sort thing the funny sort 
thing. That’s the hardest do. There’s little tricky miracle involved 
here laugh. That You suddenly have three thousand peo- 
ple open their mouths and “Ha, ha, ha” the same time, and 
somebody’s made miracle. it’s the comedian, fine, but think 
there are more elements involved than that, Every time hear 
laugh, utterly, completely floored it. surprised beyond 
measure, Even though heard the laugh last night the same place, 
still surprised whenever hear because can’t understand 
how can more surprised when doesn’t. There are 
times when don’t get the laugh, and there are times when feel 
myself mis-timing it. There are occasions when know mis- 
timing delivery and know I’m not going get it, and don’t. 
You can feel happening. can’t describe that feeling, but you feel 
that laugh and out, and you have just got get that spot 
there and you just know somehow where that spot is. 


STARLIN That’s where the sensitivity comes in? 


The sensitivity comes here, but your sensitivity also 
comes earlier, much earlier. Your sensitivity comes, unconsciously 
absorbing everything happening around you. People say me, bet 
you sit around and study people.” Well, that’s foolish. want some 
information, the encyclopedia. don’t sit around studying 
people, not consciously anyway. know damn well that have been 
monstrously moved tiny speck glass milk. Now this little 
incident, this minute thing blew proportions could ex- 
amine it. Now it’s hilariously funny. All because one time 
life, this happened me. 
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people ever come you and say, “I’ve got great 
idea for act?” 


Oh, brother. These people are well-meaning people, you 
see, and how react this without offending? Now tell 
you the truth, there have been two three things that have been 
given well-intentioned people and have used them, but 
they are very few. But there have been some ideas, With the bit 
about the woman hanging out the window department store, 
somebody suggested that when yell the woman across the way, 
suddenly yell “don’t wave!” Somebody suggested that. used 
that line. 


you ever pick any jokes from small children, 
don’t you see small children? 


have chiidren own, but have lots contact 
with small All care about real experience, not quo- 
tation, not funny line. have funny lines, They are there, but 
they’re all lines which are organically created. When light cig- 
arette, say the audience, “my crutch.” They’re amused, It’s 
slight chuckle, but there immediate amusement there. It’s come out 
something. That’s the only way think must 
Even quote relating true incident somehow doesn’t mean 
anything me. must something very closely associated with 
situation, It’s good feeling. 


blunt, how does feel make lot money? 


BERMAN: Glorious. Just glorious, and distinctly nouveau 
riche. have valet. There’s beautiful room waiting for the 
Beverly Hills Hotel, and cabana waiting the pool, and drop 
hundred dollar bills the relatives and say, “Go buy yourself hat, 
honey.” disgustingly nouveau riche, and it’s the greatest sensa- 
tion the world. The greatest, I’m telling you, able pick 
the check after dinner. There were too many years that checks 
were picked up. have accountant handling finances. give 
awful lot money away the government this year, and I’ve 
lived for the day when would delighted have to! 


Did you ever see for yourself serious role-change 
type-change acting? Like Fred Astaire did “On The Beach,” 
for example? 
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Yes, sure. like those things. course, you know, 
have done them was actor for years before became 
comedian. 


Oh, you were stock. 


Yes, was actor for long time. was trying get 
started. You can’t get started. career acting like holding 
ticket gigantic lottery. You just sort hope that your number 
going called. The doors are open now: can talk. Three years 
ago would have given eye teeth walk-on the Hitch- 
cock show. Now they are presenting with script for the lead. 
think two three years ago was more was still think- 
ing terms actor. Now, whole way thinking has 
changed. thinking terms show business. 


part? 


least the first time, will have great trepidation. But 
it’s nice act. It’s nice work and somebody else—be char- 
acter situation. It’s good feeling. 


ABELL: Where’s your home, Chicago? 


York, nice apartment. However, want, possible, get home 
Los Angeles. found friend recent weeks, Charles Laughton 
got meet him and was invited him his home, and came 
see me. Few men have ever impressed so, personally; few 
artists have ever impressed that much, has, and has been 
giving little bits advice which believe solicited. not 
old sage who smothers you with all kinds advice when you don’t 
want it. wonderful man and said, “Shelley, you want the 
theatre, too, don’t you?” said, what happens you make 
large investment home out here? With that tremendous debt 
your shoulders, have the things you don’t want 
order for it. Now too young for There are still 
things that you want do.” The advice well-taken, I’m going 
rent, now. Last season Laughton went Stratford-on-Avon for $140 
week, Now I’m telling you, would have gone his place, would 
love I’m playing stock this summer for buddy mine, 
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Mike Ellis. Going there, and working for scale, plus the chance 
stay his guest house. 


Well, this has been fine experience for all us. 
pass the usual congratulations and just say was fun. 


BERMAN: That’s very kind you; have never been treated 
decently. 


two from WILLIAM STAFFORD 
THE ELEVATOR 


Spoke? No. Nobody spoke. 

All silent and all damned 

plunged. God yawned 

then crickets the starter’s hand 
broke iron gates. 


“The world Hell!” newsman screamed. 
There was stop the mezzanine. 


“ON THE BEACH” 


Only few, and they grace, 
found the island that forgetting finds, 

entered shining when they closed their eyes. 
What happened all should have known— 
spread around the way saints 

resolution the flame, 

cracking every window the world. 


LUCILE DUFFY 


SECRET KNOWLEDGE 


Luella May Simpson stood front the blackboard, her scrawny 
ten-year-old form quivering with fury, and wrote, love Rosemary 
Bowers,” twenty times. But she whispered herself, hate Rosemary 
Bowers.” She jabbed viciously the blackboard and broke her chalk, 
then continued writing with the tiny stub—the better show her con- 
tempt for her chore. does she think she is, anyways? Always 
looking that stuck-up way. ought pull out the rest her 
stinky home permanent!” 

Then she thought what she had seen the dunes and smiled slyly. 
she knew what know, she wouldn’t act high and mighty.” She 
turned her secret knowledge over her mind. was once comfort 
and excitement her. She had almost blurted out today, but now 
she was glad she hadn’t. She would treasure for while and then, 
just the right moment, she would burst her bombshell that would shat- 
ter Rosemary Bowers bits. 

“If Rosemary Bowers thinks she’s fine and handsome, how come 
her father sneaks out the dunes kiss Clarissa She could pic- 
ture herself making this announcement. All eyes would her, full 
wonder and amazement that she, Luella May Simpson, was the 
single, solitary person Pacific Harbor have unearthed this startling 
information. 

“Did you hear what Luella May Simpson found people would 
say. “Imagine! And one else knew. Just Luella May Simpson.” 

Maybe they would come the dunes again today. She hurried 
complete the last “Bowers,” then turned Miss Carter with look 
open hostility. “Can now?” 

“Are you sorry you pulled Rosemary’s Miss Carter looked 
the child with distaste. “Trash,” she thought. “Just common, ordinary 
trash.” 

“She called home reliefer,” Luella May lied. 

“What going with you, Luella May?” She felt she should 
impose additional punishment for the lie, but wanted rid her 
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charge. Five days week Luella May Simpson was too much for 
anyone bear. 

“Can now?” 

“Yes, ahead.” Privately she expressed the wish that Luella May 
would far, far away and never return. 

Luella May glanced the clock and flew from the schoolroom. Once 
outside, she slowed down. There was plenty time. Clarissa Fry didn’t 
close the post office until four o’clock, there was good hour before 
they could show up—if they came. 

She stalked across the schoolyard, stiff-necked and swaggering 
little. One the children giggled she passed. Luella May kept her 
eyes straight ahead, but she muttered fiercely herself, “Smarty pants, 
smarty pants. Shake them out and see the ants.” 

When she reached the oak tree, Ellen Spode was waiting for her. 
“You want walk home with me, Luella she asked. 

“No,” Luella May replied ungraciously. got things do.” She 
was sick death Ellen Spode with her limpy foot, always pretend- 
ing that she wanted friends. 

think that was real mean Rosemary tell you,” Ellen ven- 
tured, hoping keep Luella May little longer. 

Luella May shrugged. “You think care? Anyways, was tell 
what know, Rosemary Bowers wouldn’t even able show her 
face this school again. She’d just find big hole crawl and die.” 

“What it, Luella What you know?” 

Luella May lifted her foot and scratched skinny leg with her shoe. 
“Tf was tell what know, could blow Rosemary Bowers and this 
whole town sky-high.” 

you going tell Ellen asked breathlessly. 

Luella May smiled mysteriously. “It’s secret. Nobody else the 
whole world knows. Just me.” 

“Please, Luella May. won’t tell. Honest.” 

She stared Ellen with hard, brazen eyes for moment. you 
got 

“Yes, I’ve got penny.” Ellen dug her pocket and produced the 
coin. 

Luella May took the penny. Ellen Spode was fool. She deserved 
get cheated. tell you tomorrow,” she said, walking off. 

“But, Luella May, that isn’t fair!” 

She looked hungrily the penny her grimy hand. Then she turned 
and threw toward Ellen. “Keep your stinky penny,” she said. don’t 
want friends with you anyways.” 
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She took the long way—her favorite way—through the dunes, fol- 
lowing the narrow, branch-crossed path through the rhododendrons 
that covered the eastern slope. The plants were ancient giants that 
towered over Luella May. Overhead, the hoary branches burst into 
great clusters delicate pink blooms, cutting off all but occasional 
patch sunlight. was place enchantment—something out 
fairy tale. Even the smell—of layer upon layer decaying leaves—had 
musty magic about it. 

Luella May came here often, but always alone. This was her private 
world, where she took second place one. Here, the rhododen- 
drons, she could become princess glamorous movie star or, should 
she adventurous mood, heroine putting out sea rowboat 
rescue shipwrecked crew. But there was time for this today. 

She came her secret hiding place—a mossy rock, half-hidden 
leaves. She lifted the rock and picked seven mouldy pennies. Had she 
kept Ellen’s penny, she would now have had eight—almost enough 
buy plastic butterfly barrette like the one she had yanked from Rose- 
mary Bowers’ hair. She counted the pennies over and over, but they 
failed multiply the counting. She tied them carefully her hand- 
kerchief. She would have find some way get three more pennies. 
She had have the barrette when the time came for her tell the world 
what she knew about Rosemary Bowers’ father. 

She replaced the rock and its camouflage leaves, and continued 
through the rhododendrons, stopping once examine one the blos- 
soms. She studied every curve the bloom and marveled that anything 
could beautiful. Then she picked and placed over her ear, anda 
new note elegance entered into her bearing. 

short way further, the rhododendrons ended abruptly. This was 
the top the dunes, which caught the full force the wind from the 
Pacific. Here, the expanse sand was broken only occasional 
scrub pine, its branches blown landward or, clinging close the sand, 
delicate tracing kinikinik, stray sand verbena, wild strawberry 
plant that had lost its way. 

Luella May found half-ripened berry and tasted it. was hard and 
salty the sea. She made face and spat out the berry. Then she threw 
herself the sand and rolled down long, wind-sculptured dune, cau- 
tiously clutching her pocket not lose her pennies. She longed 
roll and roll and roll, but she was close now the spot where she had 
seen them. hands and knees, she went the top the next dune and 
crawled under low-growing pine. The branches pulled her hair and 
scratched her legs, but she dug dog-fashion until she had made herself 
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little gulley where she could lie wait. Below her was the scene the 
rendezvous—a great sand with three pines growing the mid- 
dle, like bouquet. 

was chilly there the shade and Luella May ached from her 
cramped position. seemed that she had been there for eternity, and 
she began feel resentful and cheated. 

Finally Clarissa Fry came, turning her long, supple neck all direc- 
tions make sure one was sight, then sitting the pines wait. 
The children had nicknamed her and she did, indeed, look 
like some kind aquatic bird, with her long neck topped tiny head 
and flaming red hair. 

“Oh, Goosey Fry knew was here watching,” Luella May 
thought. “If she knew that, bet she wouldn’t treat like I’m dirt 
when for the 

Now she could see Mr. Bowers coming across the opposite dune. 
was short, paunchy man, with his sparse hair carefully combed 
over bald spot. looked around cautiously before approaching 
Clarissa. They exchanged few words greeting which Luella May 
was unable hear. 

Tittering, she improvised, “Oh, Goosey Fry, love you. love you.” 

Then the little man rose tiptoe, Clarissa bent her long neck, and 
they kissed. 

“Ugh!” thought Luella May, shuddering with disgust the kiss. 
Kissing was forever connected her mind with the scratching dirty 
whiskers and the smell stale legacy from her father, who had 
long since taken off for parts unknown. 

Clarissa lifted her head from the kiss, and they stood there for few 
moments, holding hands and looking into each other’s eyes, while the 
wind played tricks with the hair over Mr. Bowers’ bald spot. Now 
gently drew Clarissa down onto the sand and under the pines, where 
Luella May was unable see them. 

They remained there for long time and Luella May grew more and 
more restless and uncomfortable. Finally she squirmed forward, hoping 
get view whatever was going under the pines. spite her 
caution, she caused the branches crackle and started small slide 
sand down the dune. She quickly retreated, hoping the lovers 
noticed. But soon Mr. Bowers’ head popped out from under the tree. 
emerged and peered around all sides, like anxious 
gnome. Then stood very still and listened, looking rather helpless and 
frightened. bent toward the trees and said something, then started 
walking the dune toward Luella May’s tree. 
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“He’s coming after me,” Luella May thought. She wondered what 
punishment lovers inflict eavesdroppers, and imagined herself being 
murdered and buried the sand, carried the cliff and cast, alive 
and kicking, into the sea. After thorough look around, Mr. Bowers 
apparently decided that the disturbance was the result the wind—or 
imagination. signalled Clarissa that all was clear, and she came 
toward him, the side the dune. They were close now that Luella 
May scarcely dared breathe. 

better now,” Mr. Bowers whispered. 

“Yes.” The word was soft and full love. 

Mr. Bowers reached into his pocket and took out two tickets. 
looked them for long, thoughtful moment. “Here’s yours,” said, 
handing one Clarissa. 

Clarissa caressed the ticket with her long fingers. sure you 
There was tender concern her tone. 

Mr. Bowers looked into the green eyes his paramour. “How 
could sorry?” For moment, the joy adventure gleamed his 


eye, then looked around again with apprehension. come the 
five o’clock train,” said. 


“Until Thursday then.” 

“Yes, until Thursday.” gave Clarissa quick kiss and went off 
across the dunes. 

“Oh lover, pet,” Clarissa murmured. Then she, too, left, tak- 
ing the opposite direction. 

was long time before Luella May dared move even whisper 
herself. But when, after safe period waiting, they didn’t come back 
for her, she scrambled out her hiding place and hurried her retreat 
the rhododendrons. There she stopped rest. “They’re going run 
away,” she told herself astonishment. “Goosey Fry and Mr. Bowers 
are going run away.” She was rather frightened this turn 
events. was more than she had bargained for. 

She thought back the time her own father had disappeared. There 
had been week violent argument between her parents. Then one 
morning, Luella May woke and her father had vanished. doesn’t 
love anymore,” her mother had explained. “He’s gone away.” Then 
she had added bitterly, “Some father you’ve And Luella May had 
understood that somehow she was fault having made most unwise 
selection father. just two days—Rosemary Bowers 
Stuck-Up, herself, with the home permanent and the pretty starched 
dresses) would wake and find her father gone. She could hear Mrs. 
Bowers telling her daughter, “Some father you’ve got 
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“Serves her right for putting all those fancy airs,” Luella May 
thought. But somehow the sweet joy she should have felt the im- 
pending downfall Rosemary Bowers eluded her. Instead, she was 
troubled sense guilt, she were accomplice the planned 
desertion. 

When Luella May got home, her mother was sitting the front 
porch recounting her tale woe neighbor. “It wouldn’t bad, 
didn’t have her,” she said Luella May came the steps. Luella 
May walked past them without word greeting. 

“Luella May, come back here,” her mother commanded. “Say hello 
Mrs. Blake.” 

“Hello.” was more epithet than greeting. She continued through 
the door, muttering herself, “If didn’t have her, didn’t have her, 
didn’t have her, could climb the moon.” Then she went into the 
bedroom and stole three pennies from her mother’s purse. She climbed 
out the bedroom window and went the dime store buy the plastic 
butterfly barrette. 

She hid the barrette under her pillow, and during the night, after 
her mother had gone sleep, she got and tried her hair before 
the ancient mirror that hung over her dresser. But the dim moonlight, 
the barrette alone showed up, and instead her own image beneath 
the plastic butterfly, she could see only the face Rosemary Bowers. 

“You get out here,” she whispered angrily, almost convinced for 
moment Rosemary’s presence. Tiptoeing the switch, she turned 
the light. the next room, the bed creaked. Luella May stood very 
still and listened for further sounds. Hearing none, she went back the 
mirror. the harsh light the unshielded bulb, she could see herself 
clearly now, but the crack the mirror distorted her face, pulling her 
mouth down one corner and making her look ugly. She quickly 
turned away and touched the barrette, trying reassure herself with 
the smooth feel the plastic. 

Next, she looked over her scanty wardrobe, deciding she would wear 
her plaid dress—the one Emily Blake had outgrown—and her black 
shoes. She tried the shoes and found that they were too tight. She 
would wear them anyway, she concluded, giving them cursory rub 
with the corner her nightgown. The question the wardrobe settled, 
she stood thinking for moment. She went back the mirror, approach- 
ing from different angle this time. Seeing only the same ugly dis- 
tortion, she quickly turned off the light and crawled into bed. 

She pulled the covers over her head and tried concentrate 
what she would the next day. The moment for the announcement, 
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she decided, would recess, right after they had all marched into 
the schoolyard, and before any the games had started. She rehearsed 
her lines: “Goosey Fry and Mr. Bowers are going run away.” She 
repeated the words over and over, using different intonations, trying 
different gestures. When she was satisfied that she had found the best 
possible inflexion for her declaration, she closed her eyes tightly and 
tried picture the scene the schoolyard. She could see the look 
astonishment the faces the children—see their eyes turn Rose- 
mary Bowers, amazement now changed scorn—see Rosemary, with 
expression despair, withering under their glance. Suddenly Luella 
May began weep, without knowing why. And through the rest the 
night, she sobbed softly herself, clutching her pillow for comfort. 

The next morning, May slipped into her seat the last bell 
rang. She was trembling her hands and feet felt icy cold. She sat with 
her head down, hearing nothing that went on, and endlessly 
herself, Fry and Mr. Bowers are going run away.” 

She felt little poke her back and heard Ellen Spode say, “You 
better sit up, Luella May. Miss Carter’s looking 

She lifted her head and saw the derisive arch Miss Carter’s eye- 
brows. 

“Are you sick, Luella May. just bored 

“Can leave the she asked tensely. 

The eyebrows regarded her moment more. “Yes, but all 
day.” 

the rest room, she clutched her stomach and tried vomit, but 
she could find relief from the nervous knot that gripped her insides. 
ought wait until tomorrow,” she thought. But she knew 
that tomorrow the moment for triumph would have passed. Every- 
one would know then. 

Back the classroom, she kept her eyes the clock. “It’s almost 
time. It’s almost time.” She shivered, feeling film clammy moisture 
her body. The recess bell rang, and the children started marching 
out into the yard. 

“Get line, Luella May,” Miss Carter ordered. 

Luella May was the last one out. With shaking knees, she walked 
down the steps. She stood there for moment, clenching her fists 
control her trembling and rehearsing for the last time, Fry 
and Mr. Bowers are going run away.” last she opened her mouth 
speak, but she felt pull down once corner, and words came. 
Suddenly she reached and pulled the butterfly barrette from her 
hair. for the one broke,” she said, throwing Rosemary 

Then she ran off—off the dunes and the rhododendrons. 
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REQUIEM MASS: CONVENT CEMETERY 


The shaft their Gregorian cuts clean 

through the domed summer, through the bare brightness, 
through the long shadows the sycamore arching 

over white crosses where the bones moulder 

under the levelling loam. 


Life shrinks pair names 

into one, the other worn with the veil) 

and single date, her entrance eternity 

May eight, February three, March ten, and then 
four digits, juggled bit time 

the wry manner clock’s ticking 

and calendar’s cancelled sheet. 


All the fierce drama, 

too big for Broadway and Hollywood 

frame footlights celluloid, 

told without glamour wedge stone, 

cut from its context the common life, inviolably alone, 
each the same alphabet the next, 

save for the abstract language moss and lichen 

the cold concrete. 


Sparrows divide the stillness repeat, 

will not let them fall. Veiled heads bow low, 
calling Him out silence with the priest, 

calling Him with the bells come: 

Absolve, Domine. 
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Changed life, not taken taken, kept— 

bold word, transcending sunlight and the probing root 
that cracks the footstone where our Sisters lie. 

Dark hides the ways they travelled by, 

these solitary, single hearts, quickened the same Love 
million guises. 


Disguises, rather, for seldom see 

from above the tombstones. Only now and then 
between the Introit and the last Amen, 

here the cemetery, 

look and gauge our place and look away. 
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SUMMER RAIN 


the fat drops plunked 
the dry sandy road. 
Thud after thud, 

They seemed explode, 
Each gouging out 

split second later 
With puff dust 


miniature crater. 

With dusty puff 

And elfin thunder 
Runnels lava 

Would have buried under 
ant caravan, 

Had the little red busses 
Not outsped rain’s 
Vesuviuses. 
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MEXICO—LIMBO LOST WORDS 
glimpse Nahuatl literature) 


Huiya tzonimoico notauane namech maya pin- 
auhtiz, tetemoca namech maya pinauhtiz. 
icuic* 


Words, poets say, never die but are only lost, wandering till they 
become born again and blossom another’s lips. the valley 
Anahuac, now Mexico, the Orrefors-clear air its sifts through sap- 
spice scented branches oak and cedar the fecund slopes snow- 
silvered volcanoes, haunted sonorous words tongue, though 
not dead, now not often heard and even less understood. 

What unknown poets gave their lament exultation wings speech 
what forgotten time? History has wrapped mist about those long- 
dead spirits and has interred their words for many years. Now archae- 
ology has tried regain their buried forms castrate them with its 
clumsy shovels. “It lamentable,” says Angel Maria Garibay “that 
should taken history what was only creative narrative the 
heroic legend that the trovadores cuicanime the courts Texcoco, 
Tenochtitlan, Tlaxcala, and Huexotzinco sang.” But what could 
done? How were historians treat words whose fires had been dimmed 
time and misunderstanding? 

Before seeing these works poetry, the vibrant emotions 
living men, our prejudices must crack bit allow the light under- 
standing penetrate our custom-set aesthetic sense. Here history can 
play its proper part. What were the customs, beliefs, fears, desires that 
motivated those ancient bards? 

know from what the “conquistadores” (for the most part ignor- 
ant soldiers fortune) have told us, the way dress, architecture, 


the hall flames let not put shame ancestors 
descending there, let not put you shame. 
(Hymn Ixcogauhqui) 
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and diet these people. But what even more important, their 
laws, beliefs, writings, know very little. Our most respected ency- 
clopaedia, the Brittanica, has skimmed over the Aztecs without much 
mentioning their cultural-artistic achievements although fully 
recognizes the influence their language our own English. our 
own references these ancient people far from uncommon call 
them barbarians. These people still exist, more backward now than 
then. indifference and pride without rancor” masks their 
faces with enigma, and economic poverty maims their worth. Long 
ago Fray lamented the prologue book his Historia 
General they have lost all, will clearly see who compares 
what this book contains with the life they (Aztecs) now lead. The 
cause this need not say all too The vanquished 
fall and their art and glory trampled underfoot ignorant soldiers. 
The sphinx Egypt lost its nose the cannons Napoleon, Milan’s 
“Last Supper” was the target for French muskets, the homes Japan 
were despoiled their ancient kaki-monos souvenir-mad and 
the temples and writings Tenochtitlan disappeared under the heels 
Cortez’s conquistadores (and destructores). 

Time has gone by, but few men the past, perhaps because they 
had roots the Nahuatl culture had true love knowledge, left 
records what they saw. Texoxomoc, 
Del Paso Troncoso now dust off reexamine. 

Now the labels “barbarism” with which dubbed the Nahuatl 
peoples, begin lose their glue. These people were ruled king and 
four princes chosen the lords, old men, seasoned warriors, the brave 
warriors, the leaders youth (teachers), and the priests the nation 
the basis experience war, bravery, continence, prudence, wis- 
dom, ability, oratory, benevolence, discretion, and intelligence. Surely, 
Italy’s Borgias could never have ruled Tenochtitlan 

Anahuac’s codes ethics were firm and its justice strong. The 
courts the people, Teccalli, and the high court, Tloxitlan, heard the 
cases the common folk and recorded the decisions. The courts tested 
truth and sought out and inquired informers and witnesses. They 
had the power sentence death strangulation, stoning, beat- 
ing, much the same way things were being done Europe the time, 
and deliver slaves from undeserved bondage. Nobles and judges 
were tried the Tecpilcalli where found guilty they would shaven, 
banished, made commoners jailed wooden cages and put death. 

The judges the courts were chosen the rulers from both noble 
and common stock the basis wisdom, bravery, and loyalty. 


| 


MEXICO 


the ruler knew ill the judges (bribes, negligence, biases favor 
would seize them, jail them wood cages, and slay them 
that all judges might walk dread offending justice. 

The youth Anahuac were taught much the same way the 
youth Hellenic Greece. The Cuicacalli, the masters youths, formed 
strict clan. the ruler knew them corrupt (drunkeness, adultery, 
taking advantage their position demanding unauthorized tribute 
the form chocolate other wealth) would jail them wood 
cages slay them. 

The religion the Mexicans was highly developed and intense, in- 
deed fanatic the Christianity the conquistadores. Don José 
Queralt has pointed out, people develop religions via their wise men 
who conceive spiritual gods, but the masses, unable conceive 
disembodied personalities, must have images and rites fire their 
imaginations and their hearts. the wise Roman Church, long pa- 
troness the arts, recognized this did the Mexican sacerdote, the 
ruling class ancient Tenochtitlan. the present time our society 
difficult see how true that societies are almost necessity 
ruled religion. Even ours stands true religious faith matter 
what other name call it. Soviet Russia recognizes this and has 
adopted religion itself, placing its altars the state place the 
Buddha, the torah, the cross. Never has Dostoyevsky’s statement 
that long man remains free strives for nothing incessantly 
and painfully find some one worship” been more true. These 
ideas are pointed out only demonstrate the importance and high 
development the Nahuatl culture. The resemblances between the 
Mexican and European religions are striking. 

true that although was limited the leaders, cannibalism was 
practiced the Aztecs. But generally mystical and symbolic can- 
nibalism much like the Christian sacrament Communion was prac- 
ticed the people Anahuac. the Mexican communion service, 
image the god was made dough amaranth seed. This pastry- 
image was “slain” priest stabbing its heart with obsidian 
knife. The dough body was then divided (the heart going Mocte- 
zuma) among the selected priests, teachers, elders, and youths. was 
said the “god and the communicants were said “guard the 
god.” 

Indeed more preparation was demanded the Mexican who partook 
the god-bread than the Christian Church demanded those who 
ate the angelicus.” Penance and sacrifice preparation for the 
eating the god began year before the ceremony itself took place. 
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Burning incense, offering precious capes and maize, and the 
pricking tongues and ear lobes during the one year fast was 
easy preparation and certainly not something one would expect 
find undeveloped and childish religion. 

Not only did the Mexicans have “holy communion” service but 
also something very much akin Christianity’s “sacrament the 
confessional.” The sense guilt and the psychological need for forgive- 
ness peculiar developed societies and the means through which 
this “forgiveness” obtained peculiar developed religio-social 
institutions. The Mexicans had their goddess Tlacolteutl, goddess 
vice. Through her perverse sort Virgin Mary) the penitent could 
receive forgiveness from the god Texcatlipoca. wish the 
master our lord, the savior and protector all, our lord Texcatlipoca, 
secret. wish have this for myself,” the penitent said the god- 
dess’s priest. which the priest answered, “Thou hast been given 
this.” The proscribed ritual that followed was full beauty was 
pain. Song and poetry mingled with blood the penitent drew from 
his ear lobes and tongue with maguey spines. Only then was 
forgiven. 

During feast days other less strenuous penances, more like our own 
Christian ones, were performed, such abstinence from wine and 
sexual gratification. one feast, forty-day fast almost uncanny 
resemblance Christ’s ordeal the desert was customary. these 
feasts much charity and kindness was demonstrated spite the 
harshness the rites. 

But here the images still beating human hearts torn from sacri- 
ficial victims make cringe. And yet—looking deeper—let com- 
pare. the same time that beating hearts were offered fierce, 
demanding gods chiseled granite, the streets Europe flowed red 
with blood, Calvinists slew Catholics, Spain’s inquisition slew Moors 
and Jews—and all this the name gentle God. The bloodshed 
Anahuac was more noble than that Europe, more honest, less unholy. 
The victim the Mexican sacrifice was carefully had 
perfect body and speech, comely, without blemish. some 
feasts had poet, artist, and musician. During the last days 
his life lived luxury married four beautiful women and attended 
magnificent banquets given his honor. Often the victim went his 
own free will. Where the European died ignominy, the Mexican died 
honor, head held high. Often the Mexican would made inhale 
narcotic powders drink narcotic fluids. Where the European died 
painfully, the Mexican many times died drugged, insensible pain. 
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The captive-victim Anahuac was tied the altar stone and given 
battle gear with which defend himself from his tormentors; the 
European died helpless the wheel the stake. The Mexican man 
who had part with his heart had heaven and peace look forward 
to; the European was damned eternal hell. Who would hesitate 
die honor the granite stones Tenochtitlan rather than shame- 
fully have his blood trickle down the cobble-stones Madrid? 

was not only bloodshed that Nahuatl religion resembled our 
own Christian faith. Their gods resembled our Christ. Prophecies were 
uttered and came pass. Their gods came earth. Uitzilopochtli’s 
was virgin conception like that Christ Quetzalcoatl sacrificed for 
man shedding his own blood and promised, floated toward the 
setting sun, second coming. During his life earth, Quetzalcoatl was 
also tempted demons which unfortunately succumbed dis- 
honor. 

Many years before the advent the Spaniards, Nezahualcoyotl, poet- 
emperor Tezcoco, built temple pyramid nine levels repre- 
senting the nine heavens. did not place the sanctuary image 
representing Ipalnemohuani (““The One Through Whom All 
could not portrayed and must conceived pure idea. 
Was this barbaric society 

Don José Queralt has pointed out, the more closely search 
into the remains Nahuatl culture, the more come realize that 
what cruelty the Mexican was really fatalistic viewpoint 
and indifference before pain—either his another’s—and belief 
that pain was agreeable sacrifice the gods. Does not our own 
religion too exalt pain? Perhaps sign mature and noble 
religion not only for the worshipper accept pain but inflict (as 
our own Christianity) its god. 

imagine what most resent ancient Mexico the remorseless 
shedding blood, but Grove Day points out, even the 
for sacrificial victims, bear than slight resemblance 
the rules knightly tourney Medieval Europe.” For logic hard 
find any better than Moctezuma II’s own apologia pro sacrificia 
humanum Cortez: “We have the right take the life our enemies 
can kill the heat battle you your enemies. Why can 
not save our enemies honor our gods with their deaths?” 

Literature primarily means communication, art, and 
such, before can understood, certain empathy must established 
between the spectator and the artist. When time, temperament, and 
custom form barrier between the artist and the reader, the task 
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appreciation great. The writer must show where Nahuatl culture 
and our own meet, facilitate appreciation for Nahuatl art the 
modern reader. 

customary look Nahuatl art (painting and sculpture) 
only slightly superior the Negroid art African tribes and dis- 
regard the literature almost nonexistent. Perhaps this because 
the Nahuatl culture had roots common with that Europe and 
therefore foreign our western tastes. fact, that Nahuatl literatures 
does exist comes surprise most people. Actually, from the fall 
Rome the Renaissance, Europe could not boast such enthusiasm 
for the spoken and written word Anahuac had. Diego Landa wrote 
1565 the Mexicans’ great ability “reading and writing their 
books with characters which were written and pictures which repre- 
sented the things written. They wrote their books large sheet 
doubled into folds, which was afterwards enclosed between two boards 
which they decorated handsomely. They were written from side side 
columns, they were folded. They manufactured this paper from the 
root tree and gave white surface which one could write.” 

are told that the rulers the courts Anahuac 
rewarded anyone who wrote created songs and musical instruments 
with food, drink, and honor and that the king himself took his enjoy- 
ment his gardens and zoos singing, learning songs listening 
chants, proverbs and poetry. These kings delighted poetry, patron- 
izing poets and writing poems themselves. the House Tecaye- 
huatzin ancient Tenochtitlan famous contests between poets were 
held which were composed works great beauty for which the king 
showed his appreciation with gifts and honors. the public squares 
Mexico’s magnificent cities, there were public performances poetry 
recitals greatly applauded the people, people who had set concept 
aesthetic values their arts, especially poetry. 

age which the written word sinned against, when the 
panderer advertising has blunted our sensitivity words that 
are longer certain (or care about) their meaning, difficult for 
realize what respect ancient Anahuac held writing. Speech for 
the Mexican was form worship and what remains rich 
fund sacred hymns. When nobles and lords Anahuac spoke 
when singers sang, they burned copalli (incense) consecrate that 
most act. 

Unfortunately what remains Nahuatl literature all too 
little. the fabulous twenty-volume Teoamoxtli written the fabled 
Hueman Huemtzin, have only the memory and tradition. This 
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“Divine Book” allegedly contained the history the Mexican migra- 
tions, the names the kings Anahuac, the names its wise and just 
men, their laws, the case histories the courts, the construction plans 
the temples, the rites, their knowledge astronomy, their philosophy, 
and their arts, but only the mute past had access its brilliant pages. 

The Mexican had written language, but their spoken language 
had reached perfection that astounded Iberian scholars such Saha- 
gun, Olmos, and Carocchi. The Mexican books consisted painting 
depicting objects, actions, and even abstract ideas and the reader went 
relating and referring the legend hidden beneath the images and symbols 
the picturegram. Nahua (the Mexican tongue) the word read” 
also corresponds the word “to sing,” pohua, and the duty the 
priests was conserve, compare, teach, collect, and renew these songs. 
These song-poems were not without epic grandeur and poetic emotion 
are told that they were related the elders, the descendants 
these pre-Columbian poets, with tears their eyes. 

Though fairly easy for see the aesthetic worth these 
works, hard for appreciate their emotional power. Even the 
present-day Mexican acquainted with the beliefs (still existent but now 
called superstitions) his poet-ancestors, has “lost touch” with their 
true temper and the emotion feels more result racial and 
national pride than any real sympathy with the ancient bards. 

Because the Nahua was spoken tongue, the subtle meanings and 
beauties its words were not really recorded till the alphabet brought 
the Spanish priest preserved these narrated works, making pos- 
sible for refer pre-Columbian literature. For this have 
most thank Father who graduate the humanities from 
the University Salamanca came Mexico less than ten years after 
the fall Tenochtitlan and took upon himself “to bring light the 
vocabulary this (Nahua) tongue with its proper and metaphorical 
meanings and all its manner speech” and bring light “their 
antiquities, good and bad” the Nahuatl peoples. The good must have 
out-weighed the bad make Father say the various aspects 
the Nahuatl culture: “they are ahead and leave behind many other 
nations.” Even with Father great knowledge the people 
and their beautiful language, the task translation into Castilian was 
difficult indeed. Subtle meaning apparent Nahua familiar with 
Mexican symbolism easily evaded Spaniard, and the music the 
chanted Nahua words could not easily carried into Spanish. 

The Nahuas were almost the only North American people culti- 
vate poetry art pure entertainment. The profession the poet 
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was held high esteem, companies singers and dancers were main- 
tained, schools were established and the distinction between composers 
and singers was kept. Out this culture came poetic works great 
delicacy and character. The poetic forms found the Nahua show 
consciousness word music and high degree literary development. 
The poetic words Nahuatl—anneuaya, no-tauan (my forefathers) 
—annotata, and no-teuh (my only three 
many poetic forms everyday words and terms. 

The tendency the Nahua tongue run several words together 
into one common all purely spoken languages. Again must not 
allow our habits obstruct our view ancient Mexican poetry. Even 
taking into consideration the limits adapting one tongue another, 
the music Nahua poetics sometimes obvious. That Fitzgerald made 
several translations the Rubaiyat does not mean that the original 
lacked either beauty sound definite meanings, though each 
Fitzgerald’s translations differs from the other. Taking stanza from 
the Nahua (Codice Chimalpopoca) and comparing its English 
translation demonstrates that the original had definite meter and 


The night lasts the sun rises not does not dawn 


the translation Nahua verse, the same difficulties arise 
the translation Homeric verse: difference sounds, subtleties 
symbolic meanings, and petrification time emotional impact. 
some well-meaning writers, unfamiliarity with metaphors and symbols 
used the Mexicans forms tough hurdle which often leads gross 
misconceptions Mexican customs. Many writers mistake the beau- 
tiful War Song Quetzanitzin, ruler Tlacopan, for drinking song. 
his War Song, the poet-ruler speaks the fervor battle 
“drunk with wine,” the battle “wine,” the slain warriors 
“shattered stones,” the blood “dew,” and the shields the 
warriors “flowers.” may well have been this very poem that 
caused Spence voice the erroneous accusation that the youthful 
warriors the “flowery wars” drank pulque wine obtain courage 
for the battle. 

not all rare find alien intrusions American Indian poetry 
(as even England’s Beowulf), but some the Nahuatl poetry 
has come down virtually intact. One such work the beautiful 
poem (Otomie Song, verse 5), which praises the art poetry and 
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which Brinton says “has every inherent mark antiquity and its 
thought free from any tincture European influence” 


colored with skill, mingled choice roses noble new song, 
polished like jewel, turquoise, shining emerald, darting green 
rays, flower song spring, spreading celestial fragrance, fresh 
with the dews roses, thus the poet sang. 


The names few individual poets have come down and though 
pure lyric rare form Nahuatl poetry, the Nahuas produced sev- 
eral first rate lyricists. The foremost and most famous the reflective 
royal poet Nezahualcoyotl. The author the Mexican “Thanotopsis” 
becoming better known, and readable biography has been written 
him the American authoress Frances Gillmor. This greatest 
Mexican poets has come considered the epitome that almost- 
morbid melancholia that characterizes Nahuatl verse. This preoccu- 
pation with death and finality manifested the sophisticated melan- 
cholia Nahuatl poetics makes bit more understandable our 
western minds, the ancient Nahua’s indifference pain. Only 
enchanted intellect could capable (that) melancholic nobility” 
which Nezahualcoyotl exhibits his deep and brilliant lyric (trans- 
lated the writer) 


Like the green willows are the feeble pomps earth, which for 
much they long for durability are the end consumed 
unexpected fire, splintered cutting ax, smashed north 
wind, and oppressed and saddened old age and decrepitness. 
Take the ruby properties the roses’ color and good fortune: the 
beauty these endures long their buds avarice grasp and 
conserve those potions which dawn congeals into rich pearls and 
niggardly breaks and melts into liquid dews; but barely does the 
father the winds direct over them the most feeble ray his lights 
when they are depetaled their beauty and health and withering 
lose the fiery ruby color which they proudly all 
the things the earth have end because the most festive 
course their attachments and gallantries, they satisfy their gasps, 
fall, and drop into the hole. All the roundness the earth 
sepulchre, nothing does sustain which the name pity does 
not hide and you were asked our illustrious ances- 
tors, “What your answer would the same respond 
nothing; know nothing because the first and the last 
are confounded with the clay. What was theirs must ours and 
those who follow us....Let aspire heaven where all 
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eternal and nothing corrupts. The horror the tomb the pleas- 
ing cradle the sun and the dismal shadows brilliant lights for the 
stars. There one who has the power alter these celestial 
lights because they manifest the immense greatness the 
Author, they make our eyes today see the very same that was regis- 
tered preterition and shall registered our posterity. 


This poem, one about sixty with which the king Texcoco 
credited, represents the fullest flower Nahua poetry. Oddly enough 
(to the western mind) romance, the love poem, rare pre- 
Columbian literature almost non-existent. 

the love poem rare the poetic form, not the form 
the story legend. these the best known the legend the vol- 
canoes, and Ixtaccihuatl. But neither must the reader get 
the idea that the love story was predominant. the Greek, Roman, 
and early medieval literature, the heroic epic was king. any the 
Nahuatl literature known (at least Mexico) the Aztec epic. 
These legendary adventures which gods and men mingled the 
Greek epics, are rich symbolism and beauty and times show more 
depth and sensitivity than their early Greek counterparts. The beauty 
these works enhanced the complex and exquisite symbolism 
detail the dress heroes and gods and religious rituals. 

Mexico least, the Nahuatl epic taught school children and 
books from the learned analysis the popular versions are part 
the literary consumption the Mexican reader, but even Mexico, 
knowledge Nahuatl poetry not widespread. 

Many years ago aboriginal poet ancient Anahuac wrote: 


sweet voiced flower mind, sweet voiced flower 
drum and sing the words this flowery book. 


But the “flowery book” lost, the drum broken, and the poet 
mute. The tongue the Nahuas has given its quetzal pigments 
our speech with words like chocolate, potato, tomato, coyote, mesquite, 
and ocelot. novel and probably the book poetry and home poetess 
Patricia Benton owe their names line from Nezahualcoyotl (Cradle 
The Sun). And the Mexicans’ images have caught the imaginations 
modern painters, architects, and such writers Lawrence. 
But their poetry remains neglected the cold crypts ruined pyramids 
and musty university libraries. Indeed the spirits long-dead bards 
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may still chant among the mist-wrapt oaks and cedars Chapultepec 
and the snow-plumed head Popocateptl 


Ahyja canocatella, nechiapinaujia anechiayiauelmatia, 
Anotata inoquacujllo ocelocoatl aia.* 


Yet they pay not due, they please not priests, 
old priests, the ocelot serpents. (Song Tlalloc.) 

(Note: detailed sources footnotes, together with bibli- 
ography, obtained writing the author, care NWR. 
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DAY GRAYLAND 


remember how that night beneath lids 

the whitecaps rose and fell like severed heads. 

woke three times cover our son, 

though was warm for March. three had been 
all day upon the flat, gray beach, inlaid 

with stone, sand dollars, bits crab and weed, 
casual placemarks shaped and sunk time. 
The sea repudiated all that calm, 

flung its Percheron shoulders, raised flanks, 
lunged headlong with the wind. We, too, ran, links 
some ancient excitement, helpless the birds 
that wheeled above, crying their cryptic words, 
spectators elemental game. 


Laughing, raced into center, flume 

the patient watchers their task. 

They stood, those men, like Poseidon, brisk 

and waist-deep water, hands hips, eyes glazed 

those who’ve seen Medusa’s head. They faced 

the sea, where clumsy vessel manned four 
tipped and sagged, aimless leaf gutter, 

tried follow the way the lost boy took. 
Wordless, joined the watch, trapped their look, 
the totally human urgency, the old, 

old obligation. Love was stilled, 

and joy and natural awe. Fear stayed. 

Far down the beach, some stranger’s children played. 
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THE OLD BROWN HOUSE 


think must still stand, that old brown house, 
three stories high, wide porch and pointed gable, 
appropriate fancywork tacked under the eaves 
like frosting plain bread respectable 
though, even when knew it, when was 
second home, safest, dearest place, 

always there matter where came from, 
the black wrought-iron spikes that guarded me, 
repelled the passer-by, drunken bum 


who lurched out from the tavern, just next door. 
Inside was all secrets, dark and 

patterned rug the floor the gloomy parlor 
and green lampshade that made all look ghastly, 
the only color. Oaken pillars watched 

our goings and comings landing the stair 

was own observation post, when sent 

bed scolded ignored. Detached, 

listened the grown-up talk and bent 


their syllables suit childish dream. 

fashioned laughter out broken dolls 

from attic trunks the tiny sewing room 

seemed place where exuberant young girls 
twirled their skirts and talked their new beaux 
jolly dressmaker. Around game, 
confirming it, the scent baking bread 

and pie floated the varnished 

the intrinsic quality, child’s head, 
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home, security and happiness. 

The old brown house was there when came back, 
adult, from longer journey. Perhaps was 

just well could not try the lock— 

the house had long been sold. But would stare 

one high bedroom window, behind whose black 

fancied could see man and woman 

asked his bearded father for 


the daughter snatching caress that walnut bed 
from her nine-years’ lover she couldn’t afford marry, 
the younger sister spying them and the sad 

old man, afraid his wife and attached his money. 

there, the main street, even the fence 

intact, although the tavern next door has vanished. 
Brown, upright, indestructible—it’s mine, 

gable, porch, pillar, stair, dark entrance: 

home, home awaits the traveler’s return. 
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ALWAYS COMES OUT DIXIE 


When Joel turned fourteen, there was still Depression throughout 
the land. was made awkwardly aware the newsreels and the 
radio’s hushed urgencies, his father’s sudden economies and his 
mother’s charity drives. But mostly bypassed him. Berkeley, Cali- 
fornia was university community owning police force equipped with 
several quaint and quasi-legal statutes defining vagrancy, and Joel’s 
father owned the second best department store town. Joel had in- 
tention succeeding it, however, much would hurt the old man 
when the time came. then figured be, not necessarily the most 
exciting trumpet man jazz, but certainly one them. 

Toward that end had acquired second-hand King cornet. His 
folks regarded one more passing phase, along with the abandoned 
crystal set and the chem lab the basement. But their uneasy sur- 
prise, Joel quit the track team and reinvested the time (and wind) 
tunneling through instruction book. the end year had come 
out through its back cover, the exercises longer offering much chal- 
lenge. Those first wobbly arpeggios were crisp and clean now, the high 
notes brilliant and the below-the-staff tones fat and rounded. When 
entered Berkeley High, immediately joined the dance band. 

was supervised Miss Morton, the capella instructress (now 
known, inevitably, Jelly Roll Morton). Joel had been beaten out for 
lead trumpet auditions senior with nice schmaltz tone, but 
was more than happy settle for the second spot, the hot man. How- 
ever, rehearsal periods were spent the woodshedding what Miss 
Morton thought were “nice songs” for football rallies, and “Empty 
Saddles the Old Corral” “Moon Over offerea dim oppor- 
tunities for man take ride chorus. Those seriously concerned with 
jazz stayed after school form their own group. 

drew random visitors the music annex, and after awhile Joel 
began noticing steady spectator. was colored kid, freshman like 
himself, who seemed especially interested Joel’s playing. His name 
was Elroy Sims. They got the habit having smoke together, after 
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the janitor would lock up, the malt shack across the street. Elroy was 
the first Negro that Joel had had chance really talk to, and after 
their shyness had worn off into music great length before 
splitting up. (They lived different ends town.) Elroy’s feeling for 
jazz was only onlooker’s didn’t have the money for horn any 
kind. But knew lot sidemen—not personally, but their styles and 
ideas. There were some local colored musicians thought Joel ought 
try and catch. They agreed meet the following Saturday Sweet’s 
Ballroom Oakland, where the East Bay Esquires were playing race 
night gig. Joel had trouble getting in. (They were prepared claim 
was octoroon, but one asked. 

till then, Joel had naturally assumed that colored trumpets were 
overpraised exceptions, like colored poets. But history became myth 
the moment heard the Esquires lean into their opening theme. 
didn’t know where all that sound could come from with just four brass, 
five reeds, four rhythm. And towering above the whole vast impact was 
young, tall, coal black man with golden trumpet, handful pol- 
ished plumbing that made Joel’s scalp lift. Don’t send you, man? 
Elroy kept shouting, his face shining with sweat and abundance, like all 
the faces crammed below the bandstand, and Joel could only wish 
were octoroon. 

rode back with Elroy the Grove Street owl car subdued 
mood. The trumpet man, learned, was San Franciscan named 
Monroe next-door neighbor one Elroy’s 
cousins. Joel took down the address, and Monday morning when his 
mother came wake him, was already dressed. 

There was autumnal bite the air left, supposedly for 
school. Carrying his cornet case, Joel got off the streetcar Shattuck 
Square and boarded orange Key System train that rumbled past 
boarded-up store fronts and deserted pee-wee golf courses, through the 
wastes West Oakland till, hurtling along the narrow trestle that ran 
invisibly and thrillingly above open water, slid into the Oakland Mole. 

Stepping down into the smells and bustle the gloomy yellow shed, 
let the surge passengers scoop him the gangway the deck 
squat orange ferry boat. Leaning out past life boats with their rusted 
davits, watched the fat limed pilings, gull-roosted the widening 
light. Then the murky water below began lather and the orange 
peels dance like vegetables mulligan, and braced himself against 
the white deep blast the whistle. laughed, seeing the gulls launched 
from their stupor, flapping and screaming suspicion that the ferry, 
having fattened them for long, was now about turn them. But 
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the old boat warped from the shuddering, creosoted piles, hooting 
path before and the gulls returned down airy spillways: grey wings 
and white breasts flashing they swooped and pivoted retrieve 
fragments tossed from lunch bags, like great sea moths haunted 
lower portholes for the steward’s slops. 

dodged past the jumbled baggage carts the forward rope, then 
random frenzy excitement hurried topside rub keyhole the 
fogged glass and follow the swinging buoys the shoals. Now could 
see the bulk and sprawl San Francisco, pushing out the bay and 
its own pale vapors. the blurry edge assemblage, the City arrived 
down its hills banked white terraces the waterfront. Back out 
deck, Joel waited while the white-butted Frisco wharfscape, mellowed 
from the sea’s long use, heaved into place. deckhand dropped the re- 
straining rope and then they were stampeding down the asphalt ramp 
into the Ferry Building where time stared four directions from its 
tower, and streetcars shuttled down the clanging hub meet them. 

Just case was little early, Joel treated himself 
real one (not some thick, bland wedge ground with all the 
mixed smells the griddle and the bun greasily hot. had seconds 
cup coffee with it, thought about thirds, then surrendered his 
dime the bored counterman. newspaper peddler with World War 
overseas cap gave him directions, and Joel hopped Geary streetcar 
out the Fillmore district. 

Here there was great hushed lack hanging over the streets. Not 
people, because men were out large numbers—all colored, and 
lounging against the walls twos threes just walking around 
their springy way. lot them were pretty well dressed. They all 
seemed waiting for something. Now and then younger colored 
woman would switch by, and man knew her might fake grab 
for her elbow, maybe walk partway the corner while they kidded. 
There seemed lot kidding going on. While was standing 
there very dark Negro, darker than Monroe Bluett, even, passed two 
men underneath the awning Texas Bar-B-Q. One them nudged 
the other and said, him quarter, man, he’s bluer than you.” Joel 
grinned uncertainly. They grinned back, and produced the address 
hoarded his wallet. 

turned out the next block over Buchanan Street, yellow 
frame house with divided lawn. Joel rang the bell nervous excite- 
ment. After awhile bulky Negro lady opened the door and leaned 
against it. She glanced down his cornet case and half-closed her eyes. 

hope you ain’t selling nothing, sonny,” she said, “cause can’t 
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afford and I’m mood whatsoever for disputing.” 

“Oh no, isn’t that,” Joel said quickly. just wanted see Mr. 
Monroe Bluett—if he’s in?” 

“Well now, that puts different complexion the matter. Step this 
way and see fixed for comp’ny.” 

Joel followed the woman down worn-carpeted hall rear room. 
Slapping the door with meaty palm, she called, “Mister Mun-row 
Bluett there! Young man here ask you for your autograph!” 

She laughed soundlessly Joel’s embarrassment, rattling the door- 
knob till they heard muttering inside and shift bedsprings. 

Monroe poked his head out. “What’s all this you putting down, old 
lady Then blinked Joel, not fully awake yet. 

Joel couldn’t ask him front the landlady, whoever she was. 

Monroe stepped back surprise, and when was inside Joel set his 
cornet down. Keeping his eyes fixed said, “I, uh, heard you 
Sweet’s last Saturday and, uh, trumpet man myself. That is, 
play some, and thought maybe...” swallowed and finally got 
out. “Could you teach play colored, Mr. 

heard grunt, looked see Monroe’s face crack open 
smile. can see what kind day this gonna already,” sighed. “Sit 
tight, till can think little.” 

got robe out the closet and went into the next room, where 
Joel heard shower being run. While waited, Joel examined the room 
enviously, letting his hands graze objects here and there: cup mute 
lying the bureau, white bow tie, small electric phonograph beside 
stack records. He’d have write the titles those records down. 

When Monroe came back, had his snazzy red silk robe over 
his pyjamas and his hair was slicked place. His eyes still had that 
liquid, absent look, though, only halfway from sleep. stood 
listening, not quite tall Joel remembered him, but black. Then 
with loose flowing movement picked the clock beside the bed, 
shook and turned Joel. 

“Oh, my. Ten-thirty?” said reproachfully. “Don’t you know 
musician got get his rest, 

Joel felt himself redden. “Gee, didn’t come 
back later on? That is, isn’t...” 

“No, now I’m guess don’t signify.” ran his eyes over Joel 
thoughtfully. about your problem. You already know your horn, 
all you asking more’r less just some coaching how riff. That 
summarize the said, smiling. 
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you could spare the time, I’d sure grateful.” 

“How much you figure ought charge you?” 

you think, Mr. Bluett,” said apprehensively, hoping 
his allowance would cover it. 

“Let’s like this, what’s your name?” 

Joel told him. 

“You got dollar you, 

“Oh, reached for his wallet but Monroe waved off. 

“No, let’s like this. You and take that dollar the corner store 
and bring back pint gin. The man’ll know what kind, you tell 
him who it’s for. 

Joel said happily. 

ran all the way, and when got back the bed was made and 
Monroe was glancing through last week’s Downbeat. set aside 
and took the pint from Joel, going into the bathroom and returning 
with glass. Filling about third full, drank the gin off slow 
deliberate sips, sighed and set the bottle the bedtable. Then 
sprawled back with pillow propped behind him and closed his eyes. 

“All right, poppa Joel,” said dreamily, “play something 
that horn yours so’s can tell how much got work with.” 

Joel snapped his case open with feeling eagerness and misgiv- 
ing. “It’s just old cornet,” stalled. 

“Lots fine men came Monroe murmured politely. 

suppose.” Wetting his lips, Joel blew few show-off runs warm 
on, then said, ‘Honeysuckle Rose’ okay? mean G.” 

your dollar.” 

filled his lungs, beat off up-tempo bar with his foot and began. 
was his favorite tune for jamming, and the key which knew his 
way around best. stayed fairly close the melody the first chorus, 
getting the feel the chord progressions, and the second thirty-two 
bars broke free from could, using the first valve for that 
nice flatted third whenever could work in. was really medley 
his best phrases, echoing starkly anonymous room colored 
neighborhood, for the benefit man who, not the greatest trumpet 
player the world, would till Joel heard better. 

Finishing, set the cornet down and watched Monroe’s face, eyes 
still closed though had been listening attentively. Now sat and 
swung his feet the floor. 

don’t know, man. What you said. 

guess all mostly Dixieland,” Joel said hopelessly. can’t 
understand don’t particularly like listen it. But whatever try, 
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always seems come out 

Monroe nodded. “Some good white boys around,” said, 
cians, mostly. But dixie don’t too much for me, either.” 

“Do have any kind chance 

“Why surely, man. You’re young. You just keep fighting all those 
evil influences, thass all.” 

Faintly encouraged, Joel saw him drag trumpet case from under- 
neath the bed and open it, exposing sparkling gold Selmer nestling 
its velvet. ran his fingers over the valves, blew part little broken 
scale way that made Joel’s heart skip. 

here’s the way personally would treat that tune, myself.” 

raised the trumpet his lips, tapped his foot until found the 
groove that suited him, then started playing. 

Instantly Joel’s universe was filled with sound, hoarse organic 
frenzy it. The configurations were erected brutely flat tone, al- 
most without vibrato, themes collapsing into one another while the 
melodic line ran through them like sly thief. The echo the last 
charged note hung the air Monroe finished and blew out the spit 
valve automatically. 

“Oh, yes,” Joel breathed, “gee, that was...” 

Monroe smiled appreciation. “It lays nice, that tune. Got some 
pretty changes.” 

was that thing you did—back there around the middle the 

Monroe frowned, trying remember. “Like this?” 

picked the horn and blew two-bar cascade. was entirely 
different, even better than before. Joel had him play several times 
until he’d memorized it. 

“Why, it’s just plain 7th with added ninth,” said surprise. 
ordinary chord run and down, but that lagged and crooked 
phrasing making something special out it. 

that what is?” Monroe said, impressed. “You see, can’t teach 
you music. All you need learn listening.” 

Refilling the toothbrush glass with gin, settled back. Joel sat 
tensely the edge the bed. And now tentative, caressing tone 
seeped from the trumpet’s bell, dropped husky octave and blues 
began, whispering gutturally aches and absences. The slim, groping 
fingers found the mood, the slightly puffed cheeks filled full 
langour, and key called there were tender explorations this 
word that small boys chalk fences. Love went begging, some 
other footsteps sounded down the hall, and somewhere (the golden 
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Selmer rumored) last month’s moon filtered empty 

Monroe would pause, the middle phrase sometimes, take 
drink and smile over Joel not quite seeing him, still back there. When 
the gin was halfway down the label, the door abruptly opened. col- 
ored girl about Monroe’s age sauntered in. 

She smiled apology. knocked, but guess you didn’t hear 
through all that ruckus. You just keep on, don’t pay mind.” 

She walked over the bed and Joel hastily made room for her. 
she seated herself between them, Monroe slapped her the fanny. 

“Ruckus!” said. “You can always plug your ears up.” 

“Why Monroe, you know how your playing affects me,” she said, 
making her eyes large and misunderstood. “It drug right off the 
street, just like some old pied She turned expectantly Joel. 

this here’s Crystal Bell Monroe explained. 

“Very pleased know you, Joel.” 

She extended her hand and shook it, mumbling something ac- 
knowledgment. was irritated the interruption, this overly familiar 
girl barging the understanding they were having. Now was 
spoiled, naturally, with Monroe clowning around his trumpet, rip- 
ping off high notes impress her while she twiddled her fingers 
his hair. 

Then gradually, Joel found his irritation being drawn into new 
dimension. The girl’s thigh, she squirmed appreciation Mon- 
roe’s acrobatics, kept rubbing lightly against his leg. There was plump 
firm feel beneath her skirt, and the intensity his imagination made 
him think how might look just the night light from the hall. 
supposed shouldn’t think colored girls that way; still, kept his 
leg rigidly place. From the side his eye watched her breasts, 
tight faded cotton print. Creamy tan, they’d be, and between, soft- 
shadowed Joel looked see her watching him with faint smile. 
flushed, and her smile widened. Then Monroe laid his horn back 
the case, stood and stretched. The girl moved over slightly. 

“Care for little bit sauce, baby?” Monroe sloshed more gin into 
the glass and handed her. 

She hesitated. expect wouldn’t hurt cut the dampness.” 
Sipping delicately, she lifted her eyebrows surprise. “Oooh, this 
smooth. Must that dollar stuff.” 

“Surely is. Joel laid for music lesson.” 

“My gracious. Wish could earn dollars that soft.” 

“Why sugar, don’t 

“Be careful. take that kind language lying down.” 
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Then they both laughed for some reason, and the girl turned Joel. 

“Monroe teach you dollar’s worth 

“Oh sure,” said, only wish could come over every day.” 

“He learns quick,” Monroe said. “Don’t play too bad all right 
now.” 

Joel felt rush warmth, and the girl smiled differently than before. 

“Well now, Monroe say thing like that got true. Cause 
just about the stingiest man for compliments ever seen.” 

She probably was exaggerating, but felt good just the same. 

don’t you hit Crystal Bell with couple choruses something, 
Joel?” Monroe said suddenly. 

“Now just like that fine.” She seemed mean it. 

Recklessly, Joel picked his cornet from beside the bed and walked 
the center the room. 

be?” asked Monroe. 

Monroe considered the possibilities. tell you, man...do you 
know ‘Honeysuckle Rose’? nice bright key, like maybe G?” 

Grinning, Joel said, “Here is.” 

And was. threw everything into it, eyes squeezed tight like 
Bunny Berigan (only imagining himself sort darker Berigan now, 
the negroid inflections grafted on) booted out, opening his eyes 
from time time see Monroe and Crystal Bell smiling tenderly, the 
way you watch baby learn walk. And knew then, with the con- 
viction his entire life date, that you could learn think colored 
and God some day would come out. 

took three choruses, and the last one, final garnish, 
used that pretty 7th lick Monroe’s the bridge. 

“My, my!” Crystal Bell said when took the horn off his lips, 
“that was just plain out this world!” She turned Monroe. “And 
you know something? that middle part this last time round, there 
was one place where almost sounded just like you.” 

all Monroe said quietly. got future.” held 
the glass gin aloft Joel and took thoughtful swallow. 

drink that, too,” Crystal Bell said, taking the glass from him. 
She lowered inch, then with odd challenging smile said “Joel?” 
Without hesitation accepted the glass and finished off the gin. 

felt almost immediately, and through its spreading warmth 
knew this was all he’d ever want from life, this little and this much: 
the ride man San Francisco jump band, waking noon his 
own apartment with whole night’s choruses ahead him, and the 
end girl his own, product his horn. The way Monroe had 
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it, who had everything and who probably wasn’t over twenty, just five 
short years away... 


But never quite worked out that way. Before three those years 
had passed Madrid surrendered strutting fat man; Finland was 
getting ready surrender her lumpish Lou Gehrig sur- 
rendered from baseball, and Sigmund Freud, Zane Grey, and Douglas 
Fairbanks surrendered from overdose life. year surrenders, 
and Joel had long since made his own. The cornet was the basement, 
along with the crystal set and the racks crusted test tubes. Nothing 
much had ever happened with the horn, after that one gigantic Tuesday. 
All could ever push out was dixie, although never particularly 
cared for dixie. Occasionally, he’d wonder what happened Monroe 
after the East Bay Esquires broke up. 

finally had that girl his own, though, nice white girl with nice 
white thighs. One nippy morning drove her over the Bay Bridge 
the Golden Gate International Exposition Yerba Buena island. The 
bay below was clear, far you could see. The ferry boats were gone, 
along with most their gulls, both being frills age speed and 
seriousness. The Exposition was interesting and doubt educational. 
After they’d been wandering through the exhibits for couple hours 
they passed the Danish Pavillion. Some workmen were scaffolding, 
painting wall white. There was something gnawingly familiar about 
one them, tall, clowning Negro who slapped his paint with 
comic sweep. was especially comical because was black against 
that vast white background. 

little knot people had gathered watch him, and finally one 
them applauded. The Negro turned and doffed his stained cap the 
crowd below. didn’t recognize Joel. But then course couldn’t 
from that distance anyway. 

“Getting asked the girl. “Let’s head back.” 

“But honey, don’t you want stay for the Benny Goodman concert 

“Not particularly.” 

She was redhead with delayed way frowning when she was con- 
fused. “But thought you used musician.” 

“That was long time ago,” Joel said. 

She didn’t get much conversation from him the drive back. They 
made good time. The new convertible was high school graduation pres- 
ent from his father. He’d driving southern California this fall, 
where was registering for business administration course U.S.C. 
His father’s department store was still the second best Berkeley. 
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EARLY NATURALISTS 


Their eyes were sometimes weak. 
Some suffered chills. Most took orders 
from priest, avoided extremes 

ape leaf, tucked the borders 


kitchen gardens, fell asleep 

and dreamed plants like long-haired women 
boiled herbs with tongues and spit eagles, 
drank tea, grew old, brooded omens, 


died their nightgowns, then ascended, 
drawn toward heaven like flannel bait 

past the beaks windy hunters. 

All forms, they knew, came through the gate 


narrow Eden, and all were blessed 
although sexual goat and dog 


sullied the threshhold. Even these, through grace, 


were damp with the broad sweat God. 


few, hot-headed, walked out doors. 
observed the manners the shark, 

the loins roses, fever doves, 

and held hand lens the dark. 
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William Mair This Probably The Maker Butterflies 1958 Woodcut-Collagraph-Intaglio 


Northwest printmakers whose prints are here reproduced show 
diverse and widespread influences both formal and informal art 
training. Some received all part their art training profes- 
sional schools. Others completed studio courses college and uni- 
versity art departments across America—from California New 
York, Washington University St. Louis the University 
Washington Seattle. 

The daily profession the Northwest graphic artists is, more 
often than not, related field education. printmakers the 
Northwest are fortunate enough able support their physical 
and economical requirements from the sale prints alone, But their 
knowledge the visual arts, their demonstrated abilities artists, 
and the growing demand for art teachers all levels instruction 
the Northwest have enabled the artists find employment edu- 
cation. But teachers are very busy people, and constant wonder 
that such rich harvest new prints appears each year from artist- 
teachers. The answer that they give other things make the 
time for what they graphic arts. This concern with art teaching 
portends well for the future cultural growth our region. Percep- 
tive artists, more than other people, recognize the potential growth 
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capabilities the “young (and flattering have 
disciples 


Today many countries one can observe renewed interest and 
vitality all the creative arts. This especially true the graphic 
arts. The opportunities for exhibition are now many, and the number 
and size public and private collections are increasing. Museum 
and gallery attendance records, indicative interest, are being 
broken nearly every day. The “Northwest Printmakers” annual 
regional and international exhibitions Seattle (the recently 
was concluded the Art Museum), are known throughout 
the world and patronized home. 

3ut there still much done the matter public educa- 
tion. long there are those who, for one reason another, have 
never put foot inside art gallery (and are proud it); who 
still call pen-and-ink drawings who confuse cheap ex- 
pensive reproductions paintings with original prints made 
hand from plates engraved cut creative rather than reproductive 
graphic artists, some will not rest until that happy day arrives 
when such ignorance has been dispelled. 

Invariably, any discussion Northwest art, the word “regional- 
comes into the conversation. There are those who use the word 
and kinder interpretation “regionalism” refers the influence 
one’s environment (both the physical and cultural climate) upon the 
artist and his work. There can question about the fact that the 
artists the Northwest today, well those Paris and New 
York, share the geography their region well life the 20th 
century. That what they have common, and that might all that 
they share. Others have commented upon the impact the varied, 
rugged landscapes (with rich, often cool, colors and vast expanses) 
that are found the Northwest. Does one become Northwest 
regionalist painting etching city and sea and the forest, well 
molecules? Some say “yes.” Others observe parallel with envir- 
onment the artists’ treatment pattern and colors big bold sub- 
jects But are the end products printmaking today only re- 
flections, imitations the visible world fact, are they illustra- 
tions verbal and vocal truth fiction? Some believe that the 
these questions may conditional for The 
visual arts today, many past ages, are not subject such 
over-simplifications. Visual statements are made complicated, 
trained, and sensitive individuals who act and react relation 


7 
| 
| 
q 

7 

7 

4 

7 


William Givler 


bo 

w 
an 
N 
~ 
a 
7) 
an 


William Mair The Black Butterfly Would Not Care For This Theme 1959 


their own art and the art others, well their physical and 
verbal worlds fact and fantasy. 

Because the involvement the Northwest artists matters 
academic, their work reflects the experimental (pure and applied 
research) qualities democratic academic world. Some “experi- 
ments” are more successful than others, but they are all worthwhile, 
science art, because discoveries are The discoveries 
may new laws the universe, self, unique though mul- 
tiple things, such these original prints Northwest artists. 


—GORDON GILKEY 
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John Rock Tideland Lithograph 
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Nelson Sandgren Abiding Summer and Lithograph 
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Ervin Antons Daina No. 4286 1959 Lithograph 


Emmanuel Piladakis 


Termite Residence 
Glue Print 


Glen Alps Collagraph No. 1959 Collagraph 


Stephen French 1959 Collagraph 
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Laurel Nelms Suburban Development 


RON ABELL 
AUTUMN SEARCHLIGHT 


The old man’s eyes were sky blue and his skin was burned the rusty 
color the desert mountains. One his brown fingers hung limply 
through the handle his coffee mug. had silver-grey beard and 
his hair grew down the back his neck, like mane. His shirt was open 
the neck and his chest was burned dark, dry brown. 

The young man sitting next him took bite his sandwich. 
you find out asked. rocks and old bottles, 
mean.” 

surprised,” the old man said. “There’s plenty people 
come through that desert the last hundred years. After wind storm 
you don’t know what’s liable get turned up.” 

“But what you look for?” the young man said. 

“Wagon trains used come through here,” the old prospector said, 
“and stage coaches. There’s treasure out there. been looking for fifty 
years and one day I’m gonna find it. There’s enough out there make 
rich.” 

The young man pushed his plate away and the waitress came over 
and refilled his coffee cup. “How about you, Leon?” she asked the old 
man, grinning and waving the pyrex. “You better get some strength 
for your wedding.” 

The young man leaned back his stool and stretched. “Well, 
guess keep till get Las Vegas,” said. going 
San Francisco. I’ve got job there.” 

gettin’ married tomorrow,” the old man, Leon, said. “Does 
that surprise you? Are you married?” asked suddenly. 

“For two weeks now,” Johnny said, embarrassed. “My wife’s 
there playing the slot machines. She can’t wait.” 

never been married,” the old man said. spent fifty years pros- 
pectin’ here but never been married. found plenty things, too. And 
tell you something else.” ran his hand through his long silver- 
grey hair. never had woman either.” 

He’s least seventy, Johnny thought, and said, want wish 
you lot luck.” 
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“T’m gonna have son. spent whole life searchin’ the desert and 
never found any treasure yet. But I’m gonna get son now. You 
wait and see.” 

girl walked behind Johnny and put her hand the back his 
She was very young and very pretty. 

“Can have another dollar 

Johnny smiled her. thought you said you were going win,” 
said. spend all our money before get Las Vegas.” 

pulled some change out his pocket, and some keys, and along 
with them brought out strange yellow fruit, like large straw- 
berry, and put the counter. gave dollar his wife and she 
went back the slot machines. 

“You got any kids?’ Leon asked 

“No, why no. We’ve only been married for two weeks.” 

never had woman,” Leon said. “But I’m gonna get son. 
They been kiddin’ that I’m too old, but show ’em.” 

Johnny picked the yellow fruit and offered the old prospector. 
“Do you know what this is?” asked. 

Leon shook his head. 

cactus fruit,” Johnny said. “There’s seeds inside here. 
picked when were driving through Arizona. It’s called saguaro. 
That’s Spanish name.” 

never saw one.” 

“They’re the real giant cactus, sixty feet high. They cover the moun- 
tains like trees down Arizona. never saw anything beautiful. 
They look like forest. They grow straight up, like big green spikes.” 

“Nothin’ grows here,” Leon said. “It’s too dry.” 

going plant some these when get some land,” Johnny said, 
getting excited. got some seeds nursery Tucson. There was 
Indian there and said they take two hundred years grow. said 
that man could live long enough grow one but don’t care. 
don’t live see them full-grown, someone else will. Maybe grand- 
children. didn’t want give any seeds but talked him into it. 
guess thought was crazy.” 

“They been makin’ fun here, Leon said. 

“Here, let show you,” Johnny said. slit the fruit with his 
thumbnail and thick mass black seeds shot out the gash. 

“Don’t that!” Leon said.” “Don’t waste them like that!” 

all right,” Johnny laughed. “I’ve got dozen these out the 
car. you want one? get you one.” 
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The old man had taken the fruit from Johnny and was trying 
push the seeds back inside. said, “this one’s all right.” 
smoothed the fruit and tried push the seeds back inside. ““This one 
looks all right me.” 

“They told that they start blossom next month,” Johnny said. 
“The flowers are supposed beautiful. I’d like see them the 
springtime.” 

stood and the waitress came over take his money. “Hey, 
Leon,” she said the prospector, “you gonna man your honey- 
moon?” Then she said Johnny, under her breath, “The old fool’s 
gettin’ married tomorrow.” 

The prospector looked her sullenly and then turned his attention 
back the saguaro fruit. 

been here all his life, guess,” she said Johnny. “God, 
wouldn’t that kill you?” 

going San Francisco,” Johnny said. “I’ve got job there.” 

got his change and then walked back where the old man was 
sitting. hope very happy,” said. 

The old man didn’t answer. was still worrying over the fruit and 
trying push together. 

Johnny got his wife and walked outside holding her hand. The 
desert all around them was barren but the sky was clear and the air had 
fresh, clean smell. The few buildings Searchlight huddled together 
their wind-swept ridge and the highway both sides stretched 
straight and gradual down the flat desert. 

Johnny opened the car door for his wife and then walked around 
and got the other side. She sat close him and put his arm around 
her. 

“Are you happy said. 

She nodded. 

going happy forever,” said, and hugged his wife 
him fiercely. 
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RUTH BUEHLER 


THE CRYSTAL PALACE: REBUTTAL 


Years ago Chicago eminent book critic for literary weekly 
went down his ruin when was discovered that his wife, retired 
hash slinger and ardent devotee Fanny Farmer chocolates, read and 
synopsized all incoming books for him and turned thumbs down 
the luckless masterpieces. His name became anathema, and this 
day literary Chicagoans still spit the sidewalk whenever his name 
mentioned. 

This sad story leads the embarrasing subject Martin 
Meissner’s review Alan Harrington’s book Life the Crystal 
Palace, (NWR Spring 1960), review which must take its place 
positively stunning misunderstanding the subject under discussion. 
intend immediately absolve all members Mr. Meissner’s 
family well all the delightful varities Fanny Farmer chocolates, 
turn attention now Mr. Meissner himself, hoping redress 
quadruple injustice—to Alan Harrington, the author; Life the 
Crystal Palace, the Mr. Meissner and the readers 
the Northwest Review. 

Mr. Meissner starts out asking what the book all about, ex- 
pressing and, unaccountably, anger and vindictiveness. 
And must start telling Mr. Meissner what the book about 
and then, carrying benevolence step further, try help Mr. 
Meissner see what about (within the framework this dis- 
cussion, course) that his book reviewing days will sweet, 
though possibly 

Life the Crystal Palace the sad, sensitive account talented 
human being, American and male, who looks his society and, like 
many us, worried it. His examination neither grandiose 
nor all-encompassing, but limits itself his own personal dilemma, 
which turns out American dilemma, and personal only the 
sense that the talented phrasings are his. When open his book 
find him nuzzling snug and safe the womb great American 
corporation. This the palace crystal, the edifice described 
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Dostoyevsky, “forever unbreakable, which one shall able 
put out his tongue, any other way mock.” Life sweet, 
sweet, sweet the Crystal Palace. The lollipop trees bloom, the soda 
water fountains burble, the bull dogs all have rubber teeth and the 
hens lay soft-boiled eggs. Here lives and works (at high wages) 
breed American with absolutely nothing worry about, not his 
job, not his future, not the whole nervous territory all the tomor- 
rows. The company will decide about everything and the company 
will take care everything. “We are like man electrically- 
cooled suit, winter electrically-heated suit,” Harrington says, 
“wondering why others are perspiring and shivering and why they 
are running about and jostling each other animated dispute.” 

One then tempted ask—this bad? Harrington then 
ingrate? (This seems Meissner’s principal finding.) Definitely 
not. Harrington describes with dolorous tenderness the awesome 
solace the corporation womb, and the anxious stirrings his 
discontent. 

“How nail down what seems wrong?... the Palace con- 
tend with other poverties. affectation that many feel 
within ourselves growing lack impulse, invention, and desire. 
The corporation man’s vague sense loss not sense 
common that have permitted our wings clipped... 
have sold out not the devil but the still, sad music Muzak. 
Sequestered the Middle Depths have separated ourselves from 
nervous world.” 

Harrington’s definition the Middle Depths which pinpoints 
for the head the abcess. are the Middle Depths when 
accept the values and first principles others without question; 
when are “enchained property and household appliances;” 
when “fall into toils unnecessary responsibility, and cannot 
imagine giving certain comforts and safeguards.” 

portion the book, Mr. Meissner complains, then given 
over the struggles, the injustices, the ferocious competitiveness and 
mortal combat American life outside the Crystal The con- 
trast indeed great and let man cast stone those who either 
fall the wayside scurry for safety out the path the mur- 
derous juggernaut. Although Mr. Meissner never made the connec- 
tion, most readers will get the point. How else show the seduction 
the Crystal Palace except contrast with the life outside? And 
Brother, it’s cold outside! fact, it’s cold outside, rough, 
tough, that comprehend, with every quivering nerve, the sweet 
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seduction the Inside. Tell truly, who wants join the rising 
pile bashed egos groping the dark fog failure? Take 
your arms, Crystal Palace, and exchange will give you all 
me, manhood, oneness with the suffering men outside the 
gates, man-pride, youth-strength, the urging man- 
heart, the curiosities Yes, all me. Why not take 
all me? 

Just the same Mr. Harrington (may his tribe increase) walked 
away from the Crystal Palace and wrote book about it. 

his review, Mr. Meissner, cultivated European though is, 
appears misunderstand the whole area our American society, 
with its traditions individual freedom and restlessness when are 
corralled. Perhaps, our sainted Davey Crockett boasted, really 
are half alligator and half horse, and whether the benevolent observer 
accepts this not, the beastie remains. Mr. Meissner living and 
working among and, taking the whole works his bosom, will 
not permit desecration. weighs Harrington his stern scales 
and finds him guilty base ingratitude two counts—toward the 
Crystal Palace which sheltered him and toward American Capital- 
ism which nurtured him. For this ingratitude Meissner administers 
Alan Harrington, under the guise review his book, harsh 
rebuke. But turn review into ideological chastisement is, 
way thinking, serious thing. After all, while our country bene- 
fits enormously from the many highly civilized Europeans who have 
come live with us, still think that persons who have left behind 
them much soul-smashing cut poor figure when they join, 
whether with pen sword, the ranks the thought-stranglers, the 
mouth-gaggers, the change-stoppers. Mr. Harrington’s book is, when 
all said and done, light-handed description life our advanced 
capitalist society. not denunciation. (Although what were?) 
not even lament, but, like the song the mermaid sings, sad 
and sweet and vaguely troubling. know once what talking 
about and, ingrates not, share his unease. After all, breathes 
there man with soul dead who never himself has said, “Can 
this it—the best all possible worlds?” But Mr. Meissner, ap- 
pears, will allow liberties taken with our established Ameri- 
can system. opened the book, got whiff the wind’s direction, 
and rode in, the unknown champion from the lists, ideological 
battle. Reading along somehow expected him turn with the 
gem them all and put you don’t like this 
country why don’t you back where you came from?” (Alan Har- 
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rington inconsiderately comes from Massachusetts. 

What shall one say this? The review was indeed inapprop- 
riate response set stimuli. Mr. Meissner, who not only 
educated man but sociologist boot, must surely suspect that 
man has the right write book about any subject under the sun, 
always provided, course, that can find publisher. The reviewer 
too has his rights, but always within the limits and circumscribed 
area his role. The rules exist and are well known all. They 
have with style, technique, presentation, mastery subject, 
manipulation material, etc., but under circumstances should he, 
nor dare he, appoint himself censor. Harrington never once adjures 
mount the barricades. But Mr. Meissner going see that 
never gets that. paraphrase the comforting slogan the Na- 
tional Guard, “Sleep well, Americans! Mr. Meissner awake!” 

are happy indeed that approves wholeheartedly. 
The only trouble don’t always approve ourselves. Sometimes 
make changes here and there, put patch strained spot, weld 
together break, raise questions, like Alan Harrington has done, 
even are not immediately sure the answers. But the Statue 
Liberty still stands. sleep well, Mr. Meissner. Mr, Harrington 
awake. 
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THE GOLDEN WELL 


The October wind blew over the stubble fields wheat and oats 
outside the Hungarian village Varadsvar, and the grain had 
been trampled the dooryards and cleaned from the chaff when God 
spoke Sedar Stefan. 

was evening, and stirring air came cold down from Mount 
Sarko rising above the valley the east. But despite the feel early 
frost, Stefan had come out sit his dooryard alone. Olga, his and 
Maria’s only child, had rent his heart with pain could longer 
bear. She sat the supper table looking thin and white and dipping 
out but little nibbles from her bowl bread and milk. This, Stefan, 
knew, was the time when had throw himself upon the mercy 
the Lord. had the time, there would hope saving 
Olga from the valley’s sad disease. 

“Dear God,” Stefan prayed, shaping the words fervently his lips, 
“try Thou wilt with suffering and pain, but give way 
bring the flesh back our little one’s bones, for she yet young. 
Yea, give way bring salvation all the sick and despairing 
this soft land.” 

Stefan’s prayer came end, dusk settled deeper stillness, 
and Buckowitz Sep, the herder, came bringing the swine from the 
gleaned fields. Stefan, still waiting for God’s word, watched Sep come 
leisurely down the dirt street along which the peasant farmers’ houses 
stood lined behind woven switch fences both sides, each house made 
stamped mud, and each set form white-washed pattern its 
half acre ground. Buckowitz Sep, carrying long willow stick 
symbol his duties and not thing for use, was master his 
brood. Without command, each homing swine separated itself from the 
herd when the procession reached its pen; and Buckowitz Sep closed 
each gate turn came on. 

There was thing which puzzled Stefan sat his hewn bench 
and waited. This herder swine was the one person Varadsvar 
who was peace with his soul. 
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Stefan stirred and folded his hands his lap. need be, thought, 
too, will and herd the swine. 

Buckowitz Sep saw Stefan the doorway and tipped his hat. 

“So good has been the day, night has come too soon,” said. 
you take some this day’s treasure your bed.” 

“To you give the same wish, friend,” Stefan replied. “Yet 
tonight, believe me, Sep, envy you your humble bed straw. God 
bless you, boy.” 

Buckowitz Sep went down the street, and Stefan raised his face 
toward the coming stars. And then Stefan heard His command. 

“Go thou, Stefan,” God said, “and walk fifty paces toward the 
church spire and make thy mark. Here thou wilt find the golden well.” 

Stefan rose from his bench and stood trembling his feet. 
sought out the church spire standing above the thatched rooftops, and 
began stride toward and make his count. And when stopped, 
was the center his threshing square. 

Without question made the mark the cross the hard, trampled 
dirt with the wooden heel his shoe. And when was done, 
sighed and looked with compassion over the village and the valley 
beyond. Sounds came him now which his ears had been closed, 
and saw lights being kindled the peasants’ houses along the street. 
The sounds were human sounds, close men’s bellies, and unbur- 
dened with care. 

Stefan made his mark deeper the trampled earth. knew that 
the layer rock, formation with the hardness iron, stretched for 
miles under the gentle slope the little valley nestled against the 
Bihur mountains. Men had tried for ages probe beneath the barrier, 
but all had given against the impenetrable bowels the earth. 

The little valley was rich with water which collected from the sea- 
sonal rains and melting snows, and lay trapped gigantic reservoir 
between the surface the soil and rock layer. was sweet water, 
with softness beyond belief which had gentle, deceiving caress upon 
the skin. But the water gave its softness the body, and made the 
people the valley listless and killed their spirits. made them tooth- 
less when the blush youth should still have been upon them. And 
the most pitiful among the ailing was his Olga. 

Also, because this deceiving water, most the peasants were 
foul-weather Christians. When sickness trouble broke their 
lives, they cried God merciful. And when the trouble was gone, 
they went back their pleasures—and their happiness, they felt 
need pray. 
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Everything the surface the valley was soft and fertile with 
easy growth. man had probe down beneath the coddling blanket 
earth find hardness and strength test his soul. 


The people Varadsvar heard about the golden well God had 
promised Stefan. They began come curiosity and watch Stefan 
prepare for his assault upon the earth. 

First among the visitors was Hitrova Josef. came before noon 
the following day, and took care fortify himself with extra 
cup wine even though seldom drank his juice the grape until 
evening was close hand. Maria, with her excited tongue, had touched 
some uneasiness his heart. 

Stefan was digging pit his threshing square which mould 
the mud bricks for his forge, and read the skepticism his good 
friend’s eyes. 

“Stefan,” Josef said. one know there are few men 
Varadsvar who are stronger-willed. But let turn you away from 
this work despair. Like all the others who have pitted themselves 
against the devil’s wall rock, will leave you broken man. Oh, 
Stefan, pay heed friend’s words.” 

“God has spoken,” Stefan replied. “It not for you Josef, 
turn deaf ear.” 

Schuster Hans, the blacksmith, came next ridicule and then 
implore. But Stefan went with his toil. 

“Such exclaimed when Stefan went eat his 
midday meal. “They bring one their gloom break one’s hopes. 
Could that envy eats their 

Stefan waved Maria’s words aside. “They mean only put 
their own test, Maria,” said. “This can shrug away. Look. Even 
little Olga touched with this miracle which has come our house. 
She eats little child her age and not sparrow the chaff.” 

will tell you more,” Maria said. “Once today she laughed she 
played with her doll the apple head.” 


After seven days Stefan was ready with his forge earth bricks 
and his anvil hewn stone. Then kindled his fire and patiently 
began mould his pile iron into long, heavy shaft with which 
pound hole through the restraining rock underneath his threshing 
square. had bought the rusty bits metal dearly, digging deep 
into the barrels wheat had put away for the winter’s bread. 

For full month Stefan labored, pumping his bellows and waiting 
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while the iron heated slowly whiteness, only give him but preci- 
ous seconds out the cold air which pound another little scrap 
into union with the mighty tool was shaping before another eter- 
nity heating was hand. But finally, when the first snow came, 
was ready and with towering framework mitered oak and winch 
seasoned ash, began wind the shaft the top the tower, let 
trip earth with resounding jar, then wind the top again. 

The shaft was heavy, and Stefan strained upon the handle the 
winch until the muscles his back bulged gleaming, sweat-washed 
ripples. 

Watching him through the kitchen window, Maria seemed awed 
Stefan’s fervor. She watched without speaking; she sensed that this 
was sacred thing Stefan. And the days passed, her hope, too, 
began find deeper expression her eyes. Stefan was good her 
and Olga. was man respect, and secretly worship; and she 
thanked God that she was the mistress such man’s household. 

And winter passed—half year endless clang and clatter and 
months terrible drawing strength from Stefan’s toil-hardened 
body. But faith was strong, even though the shaft had bitten but 
pitiful distance into the rock. 

With the coming spring, Stefan suddenly faced his first great 
decision. The season plowing and planting was hand, and once 
man began, must labor the fields from daylight until dark. 
mortal soul could stand both the punishment the land and the strain- 
ing afterward the winch. 

Stefan knew what must do. was something unheard 
Varadsvar—the giving one’s land another peasant grow crops 
on, which after harvest, would divided into equal shares. But out 
his desperation, Stefan’s plan had come him. Olga’s laughter that 
day had been false hope. Soon afterwards she began ailing again, and 
the ceaseless jar and clatter the iron shaft had her close tears 
when each day was done. Maria, also beginning show the strain 
the unrelenting sound upon her, had shut part herself away 
from the world and her eyes failed see the true plight their little 
one. 

There was but one path follow. Yet Stefan held respect for 
his wife Maria, and spoke her the privacy their bedroom 
one night mid-April. 

“This must do,” Stefan said. “And, God willing, can hold with 
half yield for this one year. For surely can break through the devil’s 
wall before another time planting comes.” 
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Maria wrung her hands the candlelight. “Oh, Stefan,” she said. 
“Never has the land given much above our common daily needs 
with full crop. Now you speak half yield. Think what this will 
mean, not who have been tempered with hardship, but our 
little Olga. Even today she went with pick the birthday gift 
promised. Like sugar whistle she looked, Stefan—having the 
dress Zajic Catrena’s shop. Oh, the dress like this our dear little 
one needs, with the color the wild rose and the lace spun thistle- 
down.” 

Stefan shook his head. “If nothing else, the rock has already given 
its hardness, Maria. There will new frock for birthday gift. 
One more thing comes me. haste, have forgotten the sab- 
bath. From this day on, must see that keep holy.” 

The peasants Varadsvar became even more skeptical when they 
heard that Stefan had given his land for the summer Buckowitz Sep, 
the swine-herder, all people. Stefan and his best friends fell apart 
and Stefan began regard each with resentment and mistrust. 

The months became milestones which slowly lengthened into one 
year and then another, and two more seasons planting were left 
Buckowitz Sep’s care. Poverty, close and stinging, was finally Stef- 
an’s door. Once, would have hurt his pride know that his friends 
could set better table, that other peasant wives and daughters wore 
finery now denied Maria and Olga. The hurt was his heart now. 

Then strange thing happened. One one the sick and ailing who 
had kept themselves away, not yet ready believe, were drawn the 
superhuman will this man who was nailing himself the cross for 
their salvation. But they remained distance, awed the spectacle, 
and Stefan labored were unaware their presence. 

was winter again, and the wind came cold from Mount Sarko, 
Stefan, despite his weariness and the ache which came and went 
his entrails now, began work with new urgency. thought 
nothing but the rock upon which was pounding. This rock had 
hated first, but last had found redeeming quality. its 
stubbornness there was almost kinship which filled him with strange 
compassion even though was punishing himself upon without 
mercy. What good was hammer without anvil man had 
shape his life with the hardness righteous 

The day came when Stefan’s body could longer keep with his 
spirit. had denied his hunger far too often. And his weakness 
grew, the clang, clang the bit rang his ears after had ceased 
with his day’s labor, and night when was sleeping, the tireless 
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sound jarred his vitals. Clang. Clang. Each blow labored strain- 
ing the winch, dropping the shaft iron, and straining the 
winch again. 

Stefan began dread the nights. The toil was easier bear than 
the torture the sound which had become part him. 

One sabbath morning Stefan awoke and knew that needed God’s 
word assurance. had hammered his shaft deep into the bowels 
the earth, and the bottom the hole was still dry the dust 
summer street. 

let Maria and Olga church alone, and took solitary 
walk away from the village. Far out the valley knelt mound 
snow and spoke God. 

“Dear Lord,” Stefan asked, “where have failed Thee? must 
suffer deeper measure, willing. But let not body falter, for 
this weakness which has come over frightens me.” 

“Fear not, Stefan,” the Lord said. “Wind thy winch even unto 
eternity, and let only thy faith strong.” 

was near evening when Stefan came home, and his steps were 
lighter. 

But deeper gloom had settled Maria’s face. “The blacksmith’s 
Silena came today,” she said. “So hollow her cheeks are now, and 
there the dread blackness the flesh about her eyes. the bad 
omen, Stefan, all this sickness coming our house look and then 
silently away. They bring the coldness the grave. Always the 
sick now. Never Hitrova Josef, Schuster Hans, Zajic 
Catrena any more sit our table and drink the wine evening 
and laugh about the things which bubble from warmed blood and 
have thought death.” 

“Brave Silena,” Stefan said. one creature for man 
puzzle over. What her purpose here earth? Nothing has she 
ever known the birds’ songs, the music wind, kind spoken 
word nothing, Maria. Yet, her ears she hears the sounds thou- 
sand worlds instead but one; and this secret she holds locked behind 
her lips. she could but speak, her purpose here would 

“Also, have thought this,” Maria said. “The child talks only 
with her eyes.” 

“You have said truth, Maria. But each man sees only his own 
self those eyes because too unseeing reach her heart. For 
the blacksmith’s Silena there touch God.” 


The winter snows melted slowly, then Maria’s Easter hyacinth un- 
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folded its pink petals beside their doorstep. Stefan, unmindful the 
deceiving air early spring, flung his coat aside hasten his labor, 
for had come crossroad where had make Maria promise. 
The misery his house could longer multiplied another year. 
But the meantime would give himself back his fields when the 
time planting came. God must not fail him. the remaining days 
would the work ten reach the healing water. 

Somewhere the night Stefan’s ardor gave way burning fever 
and painful aching his bones and sinews. When the light dawn 
came, was too spent put his clothes on. 

The day passed with silence hanging over Varadsvar while Stefan 
lay his bed and feebly pounded his fists upon his pillow. 

Maria tried console him his agony, but Stefan thought only 
the precious moment being wasted. silence the well torments 
me. will find peace until hear the sound again.” 

Maria shook her head and left the bedroom. And Stefan, lying. 
helpless, heard the tortured clang the bit which came pitifully 
long intervals the day wore on. 

Finally, Stefan could stand longer, and, pale and shaky, 
went out wind the winch with his own hands. 

Stefan dragged his feet the house nightfall, and found Maria 
sitting chair sobbing and holding her hands clamped over her ears. 
Olga stood beside her, subdued this tragedy tears her mother. 

“This the end!” Maria cried. “It not enough that man digs his 
own grave. his blindness digs also the grave for his family.” 

“Let the tears come,” Stefan said. hold the words back, Maria. 
They have the edge knife anger.” 

will let the words come, Stefan, for the despair greater. 
Today the pounding the devil’s wall has taken the last shred faith 
me. can bear the maddening sound longer.” 

“This time darkness, too, will pass,” Stefan said. 
will rested. And with the coming daylight, will take toil 
again.” 

“Then you have given your 

God’s answer,” Stefan said. 

Maria rose from her chair and wrapped her shawl about her. Then 
she walked silently from the house and Stefan, his eyes following her 
through the window, saw her stumble and fall she ran sobbing out 
toward the open valley. 

Stefan warmed his own supper broth that night, and and Olga 
ate silently dusk gathered. sat long time hugging the warmth 
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the clay oven while waited. But last was overcome his 
weariness and went seek forgetfulness sleep. 

awakened sometime long after midnight and heard Maria she 
slipped under the covers far away from him. 

Another month passed, and Stefan’s last day was hand. For two 
weeks had pushed the day ahead until knew could pushed 
longer. 

After the first plunge the shaft that morning, Stefan knew 
was beset trouble. The bit had been wedged tight stray splinters 
granite, and had spent hours pounding and straining break 
loose again. 

Night had settled when finally had the shaft free. The darkness 
had not only come upon had also settled upon Stefan. 
raised the shaft the surface, leaned against the framework, and 
brushed the soil from his hands. 

it,” said simply. Then went seek the comfort 
the candlelight. 

Early next morning while Maria cooked the breakfast gruel, Stefan 
stopped beside the winch, and placed his hand upon the smooth- 
worn handle, great peace settled upon him. For over three years 
had labored the winding the rope until had become ritual. “It 
like the habit praying,” thought, “this pounding the well. 
man could forsake it.” 

Deliberately, began turn the winch, raising the heavy iron 
shaft until hung suspended over the clay-baked opening. set the 
drum brake, slipped the winding handle from the core pin, and began 
ease the tool down safe dropping distance near the bottom. 

Suddently the crackle splintering wood broke the morning still- 
ness. Then the handle the brake snapped Stefan’s hand and the 
mighty tool went screaming down into the bowels the earth. 

Stefan staggered back from the whirling drum which chattered and 
shrieked agony the unwinding rope gathered momentum. stood 
transfixed, his hands clenched helplessly his side waited. 
eternity passed, and the rope suddenly stopped its flight downward 
and began spill great loops and coils across the threshing square. 
But instead harsh ring metal against rock, heard soft, 
muffled sound come him. 

moved close the well, stooped over awe and wonder, and 
put his ear alongside the rope next the opening. heard the gur- 
gling sound water. 

The news spread quickly through Varadsvar. Even those who 
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doubted most came gaze the miracle. But the water gushed out 
the hole before their eyes and went flowing out across Stefan’s door- 
yard and formed ever-widening stream across his threshing square. 
And beholding something which had seemed incredible, the unbelievers 
could not harbor their doubts any longer. Stefan’s golden well was real. 

When the neighbors were gone, Maria, happy and repentant now, 
spoke Stefan. “It truly golden well, Stefan,” she said. “Even the 
water that color. See, leaves its traces along the earth where 
has travelled.” 

Stefan looked closely. What saw made his heart ache. wasn’t 
God’s water flowing across his dooryard! was the devil’s own brew! 

knew that the deposits left upon the earth were sort fool’s 
gold. had seen much water the same nature his native valley 
east Bihurs during his boyhood. puckered the mouth and stank 
one’s nostrils. turned yellow and rusty every metal receptacle used 
hold it. And when stood overnight, there was oily film it. 

Stefan wavered stood beside his dream which had been long 
the making. Then turned his eyes resolutely Maria. “It would 
seem,” said, “God has failed hour triumph. Surely, 
healing water could not such color. All once sick with 
weariness, and need bed sustain me. The fields must wait for 
their plowing.” 

Maria wrung her hands. “Oh, Stefan,” she pleaded, “do not let 
doubt enter your soul suddenly.” 

will drink God’s water, Papa,” Olga said. 

Stefan’s eyes opened gratitude his daughter’s words. But 
shook his head sadly. Then went drop upon his bed utter 
despair. 

lay his bed for days. could hear the voices people com- 
ing and going. They were the voices the sick. Schuster Hans’ voice, 
too, was among these sounds; and Stefan knew little Silena would 
with him. Even the voice Hitrova Sep announced itself unexpect- 
edly one day, and was soon followed the voice Buckowitz Sep 
and Zajic Catrena and the voices his other friends. And then, sud- 
denly, heard Olga’s free, childish laughter come him. 

pained Stefan for the moment brought his own childhood 
back him. He, too, had laughed boy, even though had drink 
the ugly water. 

Stefan sat bed. Young and old alike had laughed, the valley 
where Stefan had lived. And suddenly Stefan knew the reason. Never 
had the people that valley known the sickness Varadsvar. Stefan 


pressed his eyes shut. “Forgive me, dear God,” said, “for 
blindness.” 

Stefan’s hands flew put his clothes on. the kitchen found 
Olga playing with the same doll but another apple head; and 
turned her that she faced him. Already flesh had been added her 
cheek bones, and this flesh was the color the apple head instead 
the yellowness tallow. 

Maria had stopped her sweeping the hearth, and she stood watch- 
ing Stefan, wondering his sudden transformation. 

walked her and patted her the shoulder. “All well now,” 
said. 

Then Stefan went out and took his first drink the golden water. 
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the agony dream your image rises 
From the sea bottom the psyche, 
Rises like sprig pink coral fern 

Torn from grotto the swell sea, 
Rises float upon the surface mind 
And troubles from sleep. 


Awaking, hear the windmills turning 

And, above the perpetual hiss swells, 
The bathers’ laughter. 

Often, dream darker dream: 

Sunning loving the sea 

Our pleasure was another dreamer’s pleasure. 
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RECHARGING AMERICAN GOTHIC: 
LESLIE FIEDLER 


Here the Northwest Leslie Fiedler has evolved many images 
teacher, controversial academic, witty talker, provoca- 
tive lecturer—that many will find hard isolate the critic. 
subject, however, his criticism. 

His new book Love and Death the American Novel—New York: 
Criterion Books, 603 pp., $8.50—has become 
issue, but before the excitement had unquestionably done one 
difficult thing: made reputation reviews and short articles. 
did combining subtlety with extraordinary dramatic powers. 
Readers the literary magazines found struggle good and evil 
going the fine print and complex, determinedly contemporary 
mind laying out new issues. Fiedler praised Dylan Thomas long 
before Thomas materialized America, review Richard Wil- 
bur, generally favorable, wondered how Wilbur got touch with 
nature—perhaps week-end drives out Cambridge? The ques- 
tion located synthetic element the kind poetry that was 
dominate decade. 

those days Fiedler was essentially guerrilla fighter. Make 
dramatic raid, develop unorthodox way, and hit again some- 
where else. Such talents could not long confined the back pages. 
But even the articles collected End Innocence did not estab- 
lish clear position, though retrospect they cohere around per- 
sistent literary images. (Innocence, after all, always ending.) 
did peg Whitman “the slyest artificers, the artificer ‘sincer- 
and wrote his “duplicity” trying live the myth the 
Noble Savage and Lusty Innocent. said that Fitzgerald’s finest 
work, like Poe’s, was his own life and, approvingly, that his vision 
being rich means “to refuse responsibility, deny fate, 
bribe God.” From Here Eternity became “Dead-End Werther: 
The Bum American Culture Hero.” Along with published credo 
favoring archetypes, these showed ability dramatize unrecog- 
nized and continuing images the self, but his brevity, which was 
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also his strength, made for uncertainity about how would develop 
such massive method. 

develops combination Jung and Freud that not, 
one reading, unmistakably clear consistent. Since the book full 
and the title broad, his effective subject hard determine. Ulti- 
mately, though, Fiedler most sensitive the European background 
and the primitivist dream. view, primitivism means the wish 
for and threat regression never-never childhood where angers, 
fears, and ambivalent affections can expressed without social curbs 
and with the force feel they deserve. The pain our necessary 
effort control the adult environment gives primitivism its appeal. 
Fiedler can detect and pursue its slightest His allied in- 
terest, man,” emphasizes more the risk damnation, 
whatever that may mean the hero, than the great effort control. 
(Significantly, the motto Faustian man comes from the boy avatar 
Huck Finn, “All right, The novelist who develops 
these themes reminds Americans, always officially optimistic about 
control and actually doubtful it, their threatened situation. 
Gothic, which expresses these themes best, becomes the native and 
presumably perennial form. 

That, think, the central argument, shifted partly out Fied- 
terms ones that are least clearer me, But the force 
the book derives from special drama. 

Fiedler achieves this drama splitting his character critic— 
the same technique that finds classic American fiction and that 
exists equally European. The meaning does, not come from par- 
ticular argument the repeated swear bourgeois, 
Protestant, upper-middlebrow, puritan—but from tension between 
the imaginative critic who must long way with his novelists 
interpret them and the moralist critic who questions the direction 
they are leading him, The power that Fiedler ascribes books and 
that calls forth his warnings also tribute his imaginative in- 
volvement. one who did not respond sensitively could believe 
books dangerous. The moralist suggests that even the czsual vio- 
lence Raymond Chandler dubious. 

This moralist critic, who not quite what seems, sees suspect 
relation between any emotion and its extreme His in- 
sistence “homoeroticism,” take the spectacular case, could mean 
that respected professors American literature have been playing 
the dirt for years without noticing they were getting Fied- 
ler protests—honestly, sure—his pain this misinterpretation 


JAMES HALL 


his earlier essay Huckleberry Finn. Yet undoubtedly feels 
that literature business for the brave, and suspect that mild 
agenbite inwit among Americanists might, another mood, give 
him touch innocent amusement. any rate, for purposes his 
own the moralist critic sometimes seems try readers the Ameri- 
can novel not only for unrecognized fantasies escape from respon- 
sibility, but for their nightmares. 

The imaginative critic combines archetypes with complex psycho- 
logical analyses. Since the suspicion around that archetypes were 
invented confuse, some readers will happy find that Fiedler’s 
not concern Hindu legends, but merely the meaning recurrent 
characters and actions within the same literary tradition. fact, the 
impieties the book are apt obscure its numerous pieties, Its ap- 
proach historical; depends upon the work previous scholars 
and critics. “contextualist,” bringing ideas bear the liter- 
disowns the new criticism, though the three structural analy- 
ses the end owe something there, and dedicated William 
Ellery Leonard, the translator and medievalist. 

theory, least, Fiedler one kind academic ideal. Professors 
always comfort students set research obvious value with the 
theory the Great Synthesizer. journeyman scholar can judge 
the worth his own effort nor sneer the worthlessness anyone 
else’s, for some day the Synthesizer may come along say what they 
both mean. Now Fiedler is, more than the neutral sense the 
words, great synthesizer. seems have read every American 
novel and cites masses evidence prove that the characters and 
situations of, say the “sentimental love religion,” reappeared through 
decades. His critiques Richardson, Goethe, Monk Lewis, and Scott 
establish the European conditions that shaped the novel here. Early 
American novels then fall into four groups—the bourgeois sentimen- 
tal novel derived from Clarissa; the anti-bourgeois sentimental novel 
descended from Werther; the gothic, following The Monk; and the 
historical romance, Cooper’s development from Scott. other de- 
scription the origins the American novel synthesizes much 
And Fiedler goes show how the repeated characters and 
situations have proved all but indestructible. 

These recurrences bring out difficulty inherent the archetypal 
approach the more things change, the more they are the same. Every 
novel rewrite. However true the point may broad perspec- 
tive, the sad burden the archetypal scholar, his brother schol- 
ars, accumulate indisputable Fiedler heightens this sec- 
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tion attacks the novelists, their readers, modern readers, al- 
ways the bourgeoisie, but repeated examples are less viable than 
fireworks. 

The most interesting sections are the turning points. Something 
finally happens relieve literary history the burdensome plot that 
seemed immortal. Brown seizes the Indian symbolize the men- 
ace the unconscious; Cooper, escaping the society world ad- 
hered real life, invents the “pure marriage males” en- 
chanted backwoods Hawthorne develops Faustian man, woman 
Melville combines the two patterns and takes them sea; Mark 
Twain, again escaping the genteel, brings the suspect alliance into the 
pastoral world the river. The colored man, Indian Negro, 
ually becomes the feared friend. 

All through, though, the drama between imagination and mortality 
goes on. The actions show exciting variations, but contain 
ing” fantasies. But all well, after all. The book ends happily. The 
moralist critic, who appeared the antagonist the imaginative 
one, really the unrecognized helper. Though gothic has proved the 
best American form, familiarity and high-level interpretations have 
domesticated the old-fashioned fears and angers the novelists meant 
convey. The gothic must have believable ghosts, but Brown’s have 
become partly comic. The suspicious moralist critic exists recharge 
the batteries these classic ghosts, The gothic, Fiedler says, works 
“what fear true.” His command psychiatric thought trans- 
lates the old horrors into modern horrors—unresolved conflicts with 
mother, fantasies incest and miscegenation, worries about homo- 
sexuality among conscientious people. The reader who has been bit 
about The Last the Mohicians may less when Fiedler 
gets through telling him what Cooper was really thinking. 

The function the moralist critic was activate these fears, 
the work the imaginative critic was explore their turnings. But 
the final historical chapter Fiedler reappears his undivided self, 
the open advocate the gothic. worries only that, age 
where much ego where was, novelists are harder ard harder 
put create authentic ghosts. His own book will probably make 
their work harder, the new critics have made symbolism harder 
making self-conscious. the obstacles, though, the Ameri- 
can novelist must not abandon the cause 


The secret motto the form is, have seen, from the begin- 
ning: “The Dream Reason breeds and America, 
particular, this unwelcome ‘ruth has continually re-asserted 
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pitch shrillness capable cutting through the clamor 
official voices crying out official good cheer. 

Nowhere the world does the writer feel more deeply than the 
United States the secret appeal the community large that 
deny their publicly asserted orthodoxies, expose their dearly pre- 
served deceits. 


And the novelist cannot fulfill this responsibility playing Tom 
Sawyer, the Good Bad Boy, instead Huck Finn, the true rebel: 


Huck Finn must willing not “light out for the terri- 
tory” (Tom was prepared take that Western outing, too!), but 
“go Hell,” which becomes modern terms, “unad- 
justed,” “nihilistic,” “sterile.” The words change, but the chorus 
sympathetic and dismayed voices crying out favor “salva- 
tion” “adjustment” “commitment” “love” never ceases: 
“Nay, Taji: commit not the last, last crime!” 

austere ideal, plea for eternally, truly angry young men. 
And implacable syllogism defines love has sounded false 
American literature and life; our angers and dreads are real; 
therefore our novelists must write about them. “The gothic rebel 
revolts against the will God itself.” Unfortunately for such pro- 
gram, novelist really revolting against the will God—and not 
some misinterpretation—he must superman last the route. 
American novelist has yet done it. John Wain points out, 
novelists often succeed exposing the irrationalities world they 
never made, but sooner later need their own Even 
critics are not immune this necessity. 

The critics like best give sense having life and literature 
right. Fiedler does not that, aim his most intense 
convoluted, one-sided, insistent enough numb the reader, There 
wry irony his using psychologies designed reduce tensions, 
increase Nevertheless, sure that many critics who detect 
strange chemicals his central fire will brightening their own in- 
terpretations with sparks from this book. has made two marks; 
his archetypes, limited and unpretentious enough meaningful, 
make possible new view directions the American novel; and 
his probings into primitivism put pressure any “high” interpreta- 
tion that ignores its counterpart. 

some point Fiedler may face horror his own. will have 
become Authority and versions his ideas will appear under- 
graduate examinations. But will not present the feast con- 
that bright morning will trudging happily back 
from the lower regions with another trembling devil tow. 
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THE FALL ICARUS 


The bulging sails riotous wind caught 

pull the ships and their rigging nets toward shore 

emptied. The sailors quickly will calm their floors 

and their houses the evening light will melt into the mountains. 
And the hill with one foot planted the earth 

his plowing almost done his eyes cast down and fully shielded 
from the sun which now growing shadow, the farmer 

turns soil and toil the final circles the day. 

Below him quiet lichen bearing rocks 

the feeding sheep, the quiet watching dog, the silent shepherd 
stalking with his eyes the homing flights birds 

that neither nor the intent fisherman closer the shore, 
none has seen the silent fall Icarus 


through the riotous wind and the shadows coming evening light, 


nor they hear his sigh, both pity and delight 
his remembered waxed and winged flight. 
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AMERICA’S UNIVERSAL GENIUS 


Richard Buckminster Fuller generally known the 
public the creator “Energetic Geometry,” and the 
inventor the Dymaxion map, the Dymaxion car, the 
Dymaxion house, the prefabricated unit bathroom, and 
geodesic Fuller also known NWR readers. 
His article, “The Comprehensive Man” appeared 
NWR, spring 1959. 

—EDITOR 


The Dymaxion World Buckminster Fuller, Robert Marks. 
New York: Reinhold, 1960, 232 pages. 


Fuller, perhaps more than any other man our time, and 
more certainly our country, deserves the appellation “universal 
genius” the sense which has been accorded such 
Renaissance masters Leonardo Vinci (although mastery 
many fields has become vastly more difficult our day). Fuller’s 
Leonardoesque comprehensiveness the same time distinctively 
American comprehensiveness, compounded some the best 
characteristic American traditions: hard-headed, seafaring practical- 
ity* and Yankee handyman ingenuity together with the New England 
intellectual’s humanistic concern for and personal dedication the 
welfare and liberty all mankind. All these traditions are repre- 
sented Fuller’s early milieu and his family’s history, which in- 
cludes the illustrious name Margaret Fuller, friend Emerson 
and Bronson Alcott, intellectual power and libertarian fighter 
her own right. 

The Dymaxion World Buckminster Fuller the first extensive 
documentation the work this remarkable man published, 
and such certainly welcome book. Until now the general public 
has seen only brief magazine and newspaper articles Fuller which 
have mostly played the “newsworthy,” sensational aspects his 


*To Fuller, seafaring the father technology and logistics, and the 
natural medium world mastery. Today, course, the “air-ocean world” 
which must consider. 
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inventions. Fuller’s own fine book, Nine Chains The Moon, 
popularization recent developments science, was published 
1938, but Fuller and science have not been inactive the intervening 
two decades. 

While the substance Fuller’s work has been largely unknown 
and previously unavailable the general public, his influence the 
younger generation has been profound. This influence has been 
directly and personally exercised through the medium his enor- 
mously popular seminars universities, not only this country, but 
also several countries around the world. Fuller has maintained for 
years incredible schedule teaching appointments. His unflagging 
energy and dynamic personality have electrifying effect stu- 
dents. What other teacher can keep students the edges their 
seats for eight-hour session every day for two weeks running, 
teaching geometry, structure and the strategy world salvation? 
Naturally students today are passionately interested world salva- 
tion. Fuller makes seem plausible. 

unfortunate that most these student encounters with Fuller 
result nothing more than brief flirtation with undigested Fuller- 
isms, and still more unfortunate that some few fall into the hypnotic 
trance uncritical discipleship. These results have tended dis- 
credit Fuller the eyes some critics, but the failure students 
understand fundamental level disappointment all teachers 
know, and the disciple problem natural hazard personal 
dynamism. For Fuller, stop being dynamic would mean cease 
existing. Contact with Fuller can genuine awakening latent 
creative power those who are able exercise critical judgment. 

Fuller’s basic strategy for world survival universal dedication 
this proposition: more useful product from less natural resource 
through “anticipative design.” This must conceived endless 
cyclic process with new technical (or design) increment for each 
cycle, for the problem endlessly expanding one. The agent who 
makes the process the “comprehensive anticipatory designer” 
who contributes the technological increment. His arguments sup- 
port this proposition are very similar those Thorstein Veb- 
len The Engineer and the Price System. Veblen maintained that 
the basic instinct the engineer abhor waste and operate the 
industrial establishment maximum efficiency, contrast the 
profit-motivated businessman-enterpreneur, who artificially controls 
production create optimum profitable scarcity. Fuller, 
well, the restriction production short-sighted suicidal policy. 


LEE HODGEN 


Fuller’s goal adequate and increasing standard living for 
the world’s whole population, including, course, the “underdevel- 
oped” well the industrial nations. Fuller asserts that examina- 
tion the inventory the world’s known available material and 
energy resources proves that this objective cannot conceivably met 
present methods; shall have live the ever-expanding 
technological increment. Politicians, claims, are irrelevant except 
immediate obstacles. you don’t have enough cake around, 
the problem how get more cake, not who gets what. The signifi- 
cant lesson the Russian revolution that the basic industrial plant 
and the power resources were developed, not that property was re- 
distributed: the real wealth energy. another example, Fuller says 
that the initial successes Germany the last war, despite lack 
resources, were due the fact that she was able step off the 
technological flywheel higher than the nations she fought. Since 
the technological flywheel massive one, actuated education 
(the right kind education), not accelerated overnight; hence 
the urgency our present situation the world today, not merely 
vis-a-vis the momentum the Russian flywheel. 

None the problems outlined above are new anyone who has 
studied, even cursorily, the facts world population and resources 
along with the problem education, Fuller’s own contribution 
the concept the man who going save us—the “comprehensive 
designer.” understand the “comprehensive designer” and the spec- 
ifications for the education which produce him, must study 
the first representative the species, Fuller himself. 

disturbing that our society, which (as Fuller demonstrates) 
can produce universal geniuses, producing few them, Not 
few respected thinkers have been warning recently the dan- 
gers excessive specialization; Snow, for example, comes 
mind this connection. The “comprehensive designer,” the basis 
Fuller’s example, although obviously required technologist, 
will not specialist, but quite the opposite—a general technologist- 
integrator. will be, strictly speaking, specialist integrative 
principles, man who crosses boundaries with impunity and inte- 
grates what the specialists have The new rocket industry dem- 
onstrates, small scale, the need for the new kind man. was 
found that propulsion experts, air frame designers, electronics men, 
etc., such, cannot produce efficient rocket organism. coordin- 
ator, the “systems engineer,” specialist the rocket total or- 
ganism, had come into existence. Most frequently this task was 
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assumed the guidance expert, presumably the man who had the 
best background basic scientific principles (requisite understand- 
ing gyroscopes. 

The concept the “comprehensive designer” sort broad- 
gage “systems with full-spectrum technological back- 
ground, and motivated basic imperative serve mankind, in- 
adequate. necessary teach this paragon the method creative 
Most Fuller’s significant inventions have come 
about through his finding logical alternative the conventionally 
taken-for-granted, i.e., through critical insight. has demonstrated 
again and again the higher practicality being able escape the 
conventional frame reference which enmeshes all us, without 
losing the pertinency and rationality his inquiry. good example 
this technique turning concepts inside out offered his 
structural innovations. Engineers have tended deplore and avoid 
redundancy structure, for good reason: existing mathematical 
treatment unable give exact determination stresses 
highly redundant structures. Fuller demonstrated that redundancy 
can principle design yielding great structural efficiency. 
interesting note that nearly all his inventions have been directed 
toward using the industrial establishment improve the standard 
living—the Dymaxion car, the autonomous house, the prefabricated 
bathroom, and the geodesic structures. With Fuller this not coin- 
cidence, but design principle practice.” 

Fuller, unorthodox person, has had suffer over the years 
nearly all the possible forms criticism and misunderstanding 
that genius encounters. with all who cross boundaries, has been 
criticized and dismissed experts ignorant their 
has been dismissed industrialists impractical visionary, and 
has been dismissed sensation-monger. Yet, after all these dis- 
missals, has had the great satisfaction seeing his pertinacity re- 
warded realization many great projects. 

difficult (on seeing the dozen photographs pages 220 and 
221) refrain from comment own specialty, architecture, 
which not criticism Fuller, but profession. Fuller domes 
are admittedly difficult integrate with other forms; they are ab- 
stractly beautiful things-in-themselves, but are nearly unassimilable 
conventional forms, Several assorted examples are illustrated 
the abominations that result when Fuller dome grafted un- 
imaginative conventional architecture. disheartening see that 
the rational product unorthodox genius can easily contam- 
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inated juxtaposition with the impure effort the orthodox mind. 

apparent that the author The World true- 
believing Fuller enthusiast, and most the weaknesses the book 
seem due his unduly reverent acceptance Fuller’s ideas. 
The idea even suggests itself that the naively uncritical enthusiast 
for another man’s ideas may be, general rule, the person least 
well-equipped understand and interpret those ideas others. With 
regard the case point, let compare subject and author. Fuller 
profoundly constantly rebels against authority 
figures; relentless critic, exploring wherever possible the alter- 
natives conventional assumptions; builds his own frame 
reference for the universe. Marks, the disciple, would seem 
about opposite possible each these points. accepts 
Fuller authority figure; accepts all Fuller’s assumptions 
uncritically and would never dream challenging Fuller’s frame 
reference for the universe. The significant aspect the man, the 
method and essence Fuller’s genius, fact alien his follower. 
wonder each act the master impresses him small miracle. 

The enthusiast author particular disadvantage with Fuller 
for subject. Fuller’s words are formidably thorny bramble-patch. 
rejecting conventional assumptions has also abandoned all ac- 
cepted terminology favor his own private, convoluted jargon 
which feels superior precision and economy expression. 
This not bad personal contact with Fuller, because talks 
abundantly and everyone gets what means—it part the style 
the man—but written Fuller telegraphese can only deciphered 
the initiated who possess the key the code. 

The biographical material the book slightly and factually de- 
veloped, scarcely more enlightening than formal “curriculum vitae.” 
This rather pity when the subject profound and unconven- 
tional thinker, for whom the intellectual crises and the inner struggle 
for authenticity have been more important than the circumstantial 
events life. 

Despite all this the book competently handled the level 
factual reporting events; the text very pic- 
ture book. The most valuable section thorough and well-organized 
exposition Fuller’s career remarkably prescient inventor. 


—LEE HODGDEN 
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EDUCATION, NUMBING COMPLEXITY 


The Role the School American Society, Thayer, New 
York, Dodd, Mead, 1960. 530 pp. $6.00. 


most departments and colleges education there course 
which deals with the school and American society. This book in- 
tended serve basic text for such course. conceived, 
good many and better than contains about hundred 
pages the formative ideas American education; another hun- 
dred changes the economic and social status youth; another 
hundred conceptions learning their American setting; and 
two hundred critical issues contemporary education. The idea 
that young person planning teach this country will well 
think about the role the school American society. 

Colleges education are not alone this belief. Departments 
Journalism have course the role the newspaper American 
society, for those planning work newspaper. Schools re- 
ligion have course the role the church American society 
for those intending enter the ministry. And goes for most 
the professional doubt that the text-books and courses 
these other professional schools are any better any worse than 
invite young people think about schools and society, than about 
newspapers churches and society. 

But after browsing through Professor Thayer’s five hundred pages, 
one left wondering. Granted that the enterprise desirable, the 
question persists: feasible? would not misunderstood here: 
Professor Thayer’s book perhaps good his assignment per- 
mits. there then something dubious about the assignment? put the 
question this way, because would uneasy the prospect teach- 
ing the sort course that calls for this sort book. The book 
touches (you cannot say deals with) staggering number and 
range large and complicated topics, all enormous importance. 
The difficulty not that Professor Thayer lacks opinions these 
topics: they are there you care look for them, After all, opinions 
are not too hard come by. The difficulty whether opinions 
such number and range topics are worth having. not clear 
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that they are. When extend opinions beyond certain 
point, they become vague, flat and uninteresting. find myself the 
mercy clichés, generalizations easy virtue, facile arguments and 
counter-arguments, treacherous analogies, persuasive asides, and dif- 
fuse commitments. Professor Thayer would more convincing 
you were not frequently left wondering why entitled his 
convictions. 

not Professor Thayer’s fault that courses this sort have 
have textbooks. did not invent either American schools Ameri- 
can society all their numbing complexities, Nor did cause people 
have the unfortunate belief the educational value surveying 
and discussing ranges topics that beggar one’s resources. But read- 
ing his book causes wonder what undergraduate supposed 
gain being taken such grand tour. Atmosphere? Sophisti- 
cation? sense that all very complex and befuddling? sense 
that times change and experts differ? ability talk glibly when 
your thoughts are fuzzy? not know. 

lack sympathy with Professor Thayer’s assignment may 
irrelevant the whole Like Professor Thayer, have been 
teaching American undergraduates for over thirty years. And 
would not change job for any other know of. satisfies some- 
thing that can only call “pedagogical passion.” sure Professor 
Thayer knows what talking about. not “interest,” profes- 
sional pride, sense the importance what do. derives 
from unique sort human encounter. Now, Professor Thayer 
does not need tell him that when passion rides herd per- 
son, is, and large, person few and limited concerns, That 
mark the thing. And, pedagogue’s world, unless book 
idea problem bears directly one’s effort initiate and sus- 
tain certain sort transaction, one’s indifference borders the 
supernatural, Once great while, someone speaks this narrow 
and consuming desire. Then words count. Otherwise one opens both 
ears once what said may one and quickly out the other. 
That, suppose, why Professor Thayer’s book leaves cold. 

When the bell rings, touches off fear that during the next hour 
one may fail. Under those circumstances, there come-on the 
different order. And when topics and materials threaten discourse 


with vagueness and undecidables, they place the encounter 
jeopardy. 


—ALBUREY CASTELL 


REAPPRAISAL 


The Two Cultures and the Scientific Revolution, Snow. New 
Cambridge University Press, 1959, pp. $1.75 


many things are said this little book about which almost any- 
one directly involved might disagree that wondered whether 
was intended anything more than controversial piece, the more 
since its seems improbable that the controversies provokes will 
lead action. The personal and even casual tone the four short 
essays which comprise the book contribute this impression, does 
their simplified treatment some very complex issues. large part 
these characteristics derive from the fact that the essays were originally 
presented lectures Cambridge audience. But this raises ques- 
tion relevant all such cases. Namely, should not address designed 
for listening audience edited before being presented more 
diverse and often more critical reading public? 

One the main contentions the author that “the intellectual life 
the whole western society being increasingly split into two polar 
groups: literary intellectuals one pole—at the other scientists, and 
the most representative the physical scientists. Between the two 
gulf mutual incomprehension—sometimes (particularly among the 
young hostility and dislike, but most all lack understanding. They 
have curious, distorted image each other. Their attitudes are 
different that, even the level emotion, they can’t find much com- 
mon ground. The non-scientists have rooted impression that the 
scientists are shallowly optimistic, unaware man’s condition. the 
other hand, the scientists believe that the literary intellectuals are totally 
lacking foresight, peculiarly unconcerned with their brother man, 
deep sense anti-intellectual, anxious restrict both art and thought 
the existential moment. And on. Anyone with mild talent for 
invective could produce plenty this kind subterranean back-chat. 
each side there some which not entirely baseless. all 
destructive. Most rests misinterpretations which are danger- 
ous.” 

These, then, are the two cultures the book’s title. Its author finds 
them worlds apart, cross-cutting class, political, and religious affilia- 
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tions, lacking common vocabulary, divergent perspective, odds 
their degree involvement with human misery. They represent cul- 
tures “not only intellectual but also anthropological sense.” 
There are also cleavages within the two groups, such those between 
the pure and the applied scientists, and between the common man and 
both them. There little understanding between the specialist and 
the liberally educated man, between the layman and the engineer, and 
snobbery contributes its part their estrangement. Much more im- 
portant, however, the great gulf which separates social classes. This, 
fact, the second most ominous cleavage which not joined may 
consign western leadership limbo because raises issues that are 
longer simply intra-societal. They have become international. Whether 
forced into the position the accidents history the realization 
our own intentions, are now confronted with the fact that must 
either share our superiority with those once could afford despise, 
accept reversal our respective positions. 

All these divisions interests are not only unhappy they are dis- 
abling. They make unprepared deal with the realities the con- 
temporary world, and especially that aspect which the author calls 
the scientific revolution. This transformation, which was initiated not 
more than forty years ago with the industrial uses electronics, atomic 
energy, and automation, has taken place without most being aware 
its significance. With some qualifications the Russians are excep- 
tion. They have deeper insight into its nature, and the gap between 
their literary and scientific cultures not wide America 
and Great Britain. They least approximate the specifications 
design meet the new challenge. These specifications include the nur- 
turing elite exceptionally gifted scientists; the creation 
lower echelon professionals capable high class research design and 
its implementation the training thousands upon thousands tech- 
nicians carry out the programs the planners; and the insistence 
that politicians and administrators know enough about science under- 
stand what scientists are talking about. 

The challenge the West clear, and the “There 
only one way out all this: is, course, rethinking our educa- 
tion. this country ...that more difficult than any 
other. Nearly everyone will agree that our school education too 
specialized. But nearly everyone feels that outside the will man 
alter it. Other countries are dissatisfied with their education 
are, but are not resigned.” 

The author acknowledges that his polarization scientists and artists 
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has not escaped criticism. grants the imperfections dichotomies, 
but maintains that this case attention gradations and refinements 
would “bring more disadvantages than it’s worth.” The critics men- 
tions are “non-scientists strong down-to-earth interests. Their view 
these terms there ought least three cultures. They argue that 
though they are not scientists themselves, they would share good deal 
scientific feeling. They would have little use—perhaps, since they 
knew more about it, even less use—for the recent literary culture 
the scientists themselves. Plumb, Alan Bullock and some 
American sociological friends have said that they vigorously refuse 
corralled cultural box with people they wouldn’t seen dead 
with, regarded helping produce climate which would 
not permit social hope.” 

Whether patrons social hope not, there are fact members 
third “culture” who presume take their field competence 
knowledge human behavior which comprehends the scientific, the 
literary, the technological, the religious, the rich and the poor—not 
separate but parts whole bound together the in- 
tangible web tradition. However presumptuous they may be, their 
perspective needed translate into scientific terms the meaning 
the gaps which separate the diverse but interdependent interest groups 
that inevitably emerge any complex society. Some disciplined think- 
ing, properly called scientific, necessary discern the integration 
these interests what essentially unit, way life which they 
call culture. More than that, some training necessary under- 
stand the significance the similarities and differences between cul- 
tures this sense, and appreciate that almost impossible re- 
model one them fit the image another not because made 
inferior stuff but because qualitatively different. For these late- 
comers—freely called social and sometimes grudgingly called scientific 
—the challenge our times lies not the understanding things but 
people, not bodies but psychologies. 

uncertain whether the author had these men mind when 
said that the Asians and the Africans want “men who will muck 
colleagues, who will pass what they know, honest technical 
job, and get out.” any case the evidence goes show that not 
from the ranks the physical scientists that such men are most likely 
recruited. The history technical assistance underdeveloped 
countries offers ample evidence that technicians and scientists popu- 
larly understood have too little understanding and sympathy with the 
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people with whom they are required work. This does not mean that 
they cannot induced understand and sympathize, but only that 
until now they have not been convinced the importance it. Their 
jobs are build bridges, schools, and military installations. People get 
their way. 

are fact live one world, the cement must something 
more than adulation science, whatever sort. cannot realized 
solely even primarily through wedding scientists and artists 
through their common resolve bring well-stocked pantries and the 
means maintaining them those less well endowed than themselves. 
all too apparent that people fight about many other things, some 
them incomprehensible materialists this side the iron curtain. 
education the answer our human problems home and 
abroad, would seem that must education these matters that 
will make the difference between hope for their solution and despair 
over their continued aggravation. not that need more geniuses 
and technicians. would take only few them working the crucial 
junctures inter-cultural misunderstanding. 


—H. BARNETT 


NORTHWEST WRITER EMERGES 


Trask. Don Berry. New York: Viking, 1960. 375 pp. $4.95 


Not since the publication quarter-century ago Honey the Horn 
the thirty-nine-year-old Oregon poet and short-story writer 
Davis has first novel such stature this twenty-seven-year-old 
Don Berry emerged from the Old Oregon Country. (Lightship, the 
thirty-five-year-old Washingtonian Archie Binns, appeared 1934.) 
There have, indeed, been very few second, third, and fourth Pacific 
Northwest novels comparable merit—all, believe, the afore- 
mentioned Davis and the more prolific Binns. And since their most 
recent novels, published 1957, are hardly their previous stand- 
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ards, reassuring know that another Northwestern writer 
emerging—has, indeed, definitely emerged. 

The scheme the novel deceptively simple. ex-mountain man, 
Elbridge Trask—historically blacksmith and schoolteacher who had 
first come out from Massachusetts with Nathaniel Wyeth 1834 
and after whom the Trask River named—becomes dissatisfied with 
the Clatsop Plains’ limited agricultural potentialities and 1848 de- 
cides open way for settlement the more fertile but inhospitable 
Murderers’ Harbor region, inhabited the traditionally unfriendly 
Killamooks. crosses the treacherous Neahkahnie 
Mountain That the Body after unprecedentedly 
severe ordeals succeeds accomplishing his mission. 

The originality this novel begins with its setting and theme. 
Authors novels excellent, good, merely passable dealing with 
pioneering the Old Oregon Fisher, Guthrie, 
Ernest Haycox, Nard Jones, and others, well Davis and Binns— 
have tended concentrate comparatively few periods, localities, 
and subjects—the Lewis and Clark and Astoria expeditions, the Ore- 
gon Trail, the Willamette Valley settlements, the “Yakima War,” the 
Columbia River and the mining camps. far can recall, one 
has previously attempted novel the beginnings agricultural 
settlement the Old Oregon Coast. But even more nearly unique 
the treatment, the originalities which can best understood 
attempting imagine what even better-than-average conventional 
novelist would probably have done with the theme. 

True, the ex-mountainman setting out discover “Promised Land” 
standard equipment, but should have been spurred injured 
pride rejection the daughter wealthy fur-trader favor 
young merchant with Harvard accent. the Killamook village— 
after beating off route night attack renegade Indians whites, 
according choice—the hero should discover that needless-to-say 
beautiful girl, only survivor recent shipwreck, being held pris- 
oner, whose defense fights formal knife-duel (according 
“tribal law”) against lustful chief. And among the cast should 
beautiful Killamook girl who first throws herself the hero’s head— 
or, more exactly, into his bed—and then tidies the situation dying 
the last scene, transfixed arrow meant for him, with mur- 
mured ‘Kla-how-ya, Tlask! Nika tikegh 

Trask, however, like his historical prototype, satisfactorily mar- 
ried the widow Hannah Able and the nearest gets amorous 
dalliance merely note appreciatively that Nehalem slave-girl 
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“was remarkably attractive for squaw, her breasts firm and young, 
her face finely chiseled girl,’ Trask said. Char- 
ley asked, can get her for you easy enough.’ ‘Good God, no!’ Trask 
said, shocked. kill The dangers crossing Neahka- 
hnie are real enough and nightmarish enough, but they are the dangers 
dizzy heights, knife-edged paths, and sliding, slippery rocks, not the 
more romantic, perhaps more easily faced, menace bullet, arrows, 
and knife. And, once arrived the Killamook country, face face 
with the sullen, inimical tribesmen, the struggle still not with lead 
steel their threat, but more subtle and nerve-wracking campaign 
for prestige and acceptance which involves meeting the Killamooks 
their own ground, their own games, and using their own weapons. 
Knowledge, poise, understanding, nerve, endurance, rather than marks- 
manship the sleights knife-fighter are the qualities demand. 

Trask’s first encounter with the hate-crazed Nehalem chief 
potlach—a giving-away contest which the object win prestige 
and inflict humiliation making presents lavishly that they cannot 
his next task convincing Kilchis, the great part- 
Negro hvas tvee the Killamooks, that can trusted, that would 
better permit selected group white settlers among them rather 
than obdurately resist, like the Cayuse, and destroyed, or, with- 
out preparation, submerged white tide, like the his 
final ordeal—in which tragically triumphs—is establish himself 
with the Killamooks going alone and fasting, without weapons 
tools, into the cold and wet the Coast Range spring, there remain 
either until perishes until has seen Vision and found Spirit 
Helper—the Searching and Discovery which the Killamooks neces- 
sary for the achievement full Manhood. 

Here another distinctive feature. the principal characters only 
Trask himself the others—Charley Kehwa, Trask’s Vergil; 
Wakila, the youthful odd-jobs man, gambler, and incipient drunkard 
Illga, personification feline, feminine jealousy and malice the mas- 
sive, brooding, ursine Kilchis—are all Indians, human and believable 
their wisdom and weaknesses, their loyalty and treachery—not 
Magua Uncas the lot. 

The weaknesses are few. First, the title—the flattest, ugliest, least 
evocative from which such poetic volume ever suffered. suggests 
immediately Dickensian portmanteau surname belonging Man 
Gray Flannel Suit whose task the promotion trash. All the char- 
acters, moreover, speak Chinook freely, and although the first use 
phrase either its meaning repeated English clear from the 
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context, that the unusually patient reader can enjoy the experience 
gradually, through listening, coming understand new language, 
still Chinook glossary should have been supplied. 

historian, particularly regret the lack any historical note 
select list sources. separately published statement the author, 
however, says: “Trask, appears the book, must considered 
fictional does not disturb me, since followed with: “al- 
though the background given him factual, and the events the story 
are certainly not inconsistent with his historical character.” am, how- 
ever, disturbed the next also made whatever departure 
from history best suited purposes,” for the novelist who chooses 
write historical themes thereby morally and esthetically commits 
himself not wrest actual events “from dramatic effect” for any 
other purpose, while the same time may and indeed should em- 
ploy his expert knowledge and creative imagination fill gaps 
action and characterization. unwilling abide such standards 
should avoid historical characters and events confine himself 
and scenarios, which one expects authenticity. How 
serious Mr. Berry’s departures are, however, not know. The novel 
seems steeped the atmosphere the times Charley 
Kehwa’s salmonberries their whaleoil sauce. The only “departure” 
noted was the convenient childlessness the novelistic Trask and 
wife, while historically they were most abundantly blessed with prog- 
eny. But the reader, nevertheless, should the very least informed 
not only that departures there are, but also what they are; such infor- 
mation, sure, does not fully exonerate, but does extenuate. 

The author avoids rather than courts publicity the dust jacket men- 
tions nothing but his age and Oregon residence—although from Cen- 
tennial-bearded portrait the Saturday Review could well 
thirty-seven forty-seven. attended Reed College but left order 
have more uninterrupted time for Japanese-style painting and serious 
writing—earning his potatoes, beans, and khakis working the 
Reed College bookstore, writing science-fiction under pseudonyn, 
and occasionally selling few his paintings. lives farm near 
Portland and his recent marriage became, like the historical Elbridge 
Trask, the step-father three children. Since, according the Satur- 
day Review statement, “The book was originally planned cover the 
whole sequence investigation, financing, and settlement,” 
hoped that Trask will followed additional—and more appropri- 
ately titled—volumes the settlement the Tillamook Bay region. 


—KENNETH PORTER 
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Toward Understanding Human Personalities, Robert Leeper and 
Peter Madison. New York: Appleton-Century-Crofts Inc., 1959, 
439 pages, $5.50. 


“Alas,” the times are not what they were. Children longer mind 
their parents, and everybody wants write book.” This remark- 
able plaint appears, understand translation the world’s oldest- 
known papyrus. Four thousand years after was written (or how- 
ever you make papyrus) Cicero protested that the reason Rome was 
going hell was that women had left their station, that they were 
acting men, falling heir therefore the ailments men, and ruin- 
ing the country. And two thousand years after that, the “problem” 
the working mother, the decline personal anchoring tra- 
dition, and other manifest alienations the individual from his 
society concern the thoughtful student. The twentieth century has 
been called the Age Anxiety. 

The cause humanness seems not have advanced much 
6,000 years. Worse, are making more efficient the means inhu- 
manity. How many man-hours battle can clean tactical atomic 
war-head save? Even happier areas our preoccupation with 
ourselves, seem not have learned much. Plato’s advice fathers 
sounds embarrassingly current. might have been reading the 
Woman’s Home Companion. Should give up, agree that human 
nature what is, and read the next novel exposing our condition 
and proving that our dim view the world the only one? 

Maybe not. The rate success people whose profession 
help other people find meaning their lives and utilize meaning 
may higher than that the average witch-doctor medicine man. 
have not yet managed the wisdom control our knowledge, 
may because wisdom much harder come than mere 
knowledge. Knowledge comes hard enough: whole populations suffer 
the effects improper diet, not because they cannot afford better but 
because they not know enough use the more beneficial provender 
hand. And next acquiring knowledge, the task acquiring wis- 
dom staggering. The most magnificent task the human mind can 
conceive that becoming wisely, fully and completely 
wonder progress seems slow. 
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Robert Leeper and Peter Madison argue that dare not despair 
becoming fully human, and that need not. They insist that 
have hand, for the first time history, the protoypes technical 
and conceptual tools that will permit the inventions needed gain 
this wisdom. The tools are the inventions belonging the fields 
psychotherapy, anthropology and experimental psychology. They 
are the tools employed the understanding human personalities. 

the past, attempts understand personality have been hampered 
four limiting perspectives: 


the tendency take personality problems they look the sur- 
face, instead realizing that the indirect origins behavior 
that matter. 


the belief that the main processes personality are conscious and 
that they can dealt with rational and especially verbal means. 


the tendency try manipulate the forms behavior rather 
than the meanings the behavior. 


the tendency overestimate the potency “free” will and 
overlook the positive importance and value emotional responses. 


The new tools enable look beneath, beyond, behavior such 
(even verbal behavior); look for the meaning behavior 
reveals the interpretation the world that the individual has formed. 

Personality evidently something like the You know very well 
you have something, but you aren’t sure what you’ve got, and you 
don’t know how you got it, and you aren’t sure what about it. 
The analogy quickly stretched too far. But both personality and 
the are troublesome have, define, and change. 

the view Leeper and Madison, each individual uniquely 
dignified, and the quintessence the uniqueness and dignity his 
personality. Personality not the entire person; but neither the 
sum his interpersonal relations, nor limited processes that 
conscious and can communicate about. large part 
matter the development and operation the emotional potential- 
ities the person. the ways which the the person experi- 
ences his life situations, how represents them himself, how 
interprets them and deals with them. Personality processes, then, are 
perceptual processes, and the enduring features personality are 
perceptual habits. 

Where the perceptions come from? Though probably everyone, 
excepting Adam possibly, has attributed his spouse’s baffling behavior 
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heredity, innate factors only set limits within which experiences 
regarding the world are accumulated and shaped individual inter- 
pretations into perceptual habits. The person lives terms his 
dynamically organized perceptions, rather than terms “objective” 
realities. The world the person sees and responds it. 

Emotional processes are one type perceptual process; they 
represent realities just other perceptual processes do; but they are 
emotionally significant. And these may become habits too; they are 
learned. Such processes can have negative positive value, and they 
have motivating properties. For the authors, there are seven positive 
motives: (1) The motive feeling accepted, loved and respected 
others. (2) the motive self-acceptance. (3) the motive affection 
and friendliness for other persons. (4) healthy sex (5) 
enjoyment activity for its own sake. (6) the motive sort 
healthy aggressiveness, enjoyment competition, and confidence 
the value effort and hard work. (7) feelings adequacy. 

Perceptual and motivational learnings begin infancy, the child 
interprets the relations between his experiences and his states well- 
being discomfort. Perceptual and emotional habits develop. These 
habits result the interpretation present perception situa- 
tion largely light what “remembered” situations that were 
like the past. And the person develops habits perceiving what 
actions will get things done. Each person comes respond life 
more and more terms what has tasted the possible satis- 
factions and pains that has learned that life can bring. tends 
develop primary strategy, consistent approach life response 
his consistent perceptions life. 

The primary strategy may occasionally fail; besides, many our 
experiences (or our interpretations them) are contradictory and 
conflicting. learn secondary strategies means coping with 
the occasions when perceive that our primary strategy in- 
appropriate. All these strategies may inefficient modes at- 
tempting secure the satisfactions see ourselves needing. 
have adopted them and retain them because have not per- 
ceived more effective strategies employ. 

The strategies and the perception that prompted their development 
are habits. They are learned. Because they are learned, there hope: 
When they fail they can changed. 

Though much the book may seem familiar (because about 
the most familiar visions ourselves), new book, with literally 
new perception human personalities. This do-it-yourself 


104 


| 

| 


OLD DILEMMA 


book, but ordinary one. Its arguments will objected many 
psychologists, but they will profitably examined human beings. 
difficult book understand, but its very difficulty may 
testament the faith the authors the human race. Its guides 
essential human wisdom require almost that degree wisdom 
follow. The authors trust that can. 


—LLOYD LOVELL 


OLD DILEMMA 


Administrative Theory Daniel Griffiths. New York, Appleton- 
Century-Crofts, Inc., 1959, 123 pages. 


“This not the time state full blown theory administration. 
the time write interim statement setting forth the under- 
standing now have.” Thus does the author state his purpose and 
his Before getting down the business writing his own 
“interim statement,” however, Griffiths presents considerable back- 
ground material concerning the theory problem and the nature 
theory. addition, eight previous attempts developing theory 
administration are sketched out. 

The reluctance practicing administrators accept theoretical 
constructs about the business administering challenged. The 
practical nature administrators appealed to, since “theory 
most practical:” 


The instability theory has caused many suspect the whole 
notion theory. Yet, this not necessary deterrent. Theories 
are not built for eternity, Theories are developed help iden- 
tification and clarification problems here and now and the 
immediate future. They are also constructed that better theories 
might built the future. Theory building might construed 
pyramiding task. Present theories rest those the past. When 
one examines past theories, even physical sciences, one notes the 
theories which were demonstrated untrue. 


Before attempting his own definition theory, the author would 
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have know what theory not. “It not, (a) personal affair; 
(b) dream; (c) philosophy; (d) taxonomy.” then goes 
accept the definition proposed Herbert Feigl his Principles 
and Problems Theory Construction Psychology: 


order provide for terminology which will not constantly 
set assumptions from which can derived purely logical 
mathematical procedures larger set empirical laws. The theory, 
thereby, furnishes explanation these empirical laws and uni- 
fies the originally relatively heterogeneous areas subject matter 
characterized these empirical laws One more terminological 
suggestion may help: let speak scientific explanation for ever 
more specific more descriptive statements are derived from more 
general and more hypothetical assumptions. 


One can just hear the practical administrator exclaiming, “Now 
understand how practical theory can 

For the builder administrative theory, Griffiths has some help- 
ful hints: (1) See administration rather than what ought 
be; (2) Treat values variables; (3) Accept with caution the 
reports made practicing administrators. gain insight concern- 
ing administration, need use the observational approach rather 
than the experimental, since this “methodology science most ap- 
plicable our peculiar problems.” addition, who would develop 
administrative theory advised develop concepts that are opera- 
tional. Concepts must defined the operations employed, and 
important that the operations stated. 

After briefly presenting eight theories administration (four 
from education and four from other fields) the author sets forth his 
own theory The theory built around four basic 
assumptions: (1) Administration generalized type behavior 
found all human organizations; (2) Administration the 
process directing and controlling life social organization; (3) 
The specific function administration develop and regulate 
the decision-making process most effective manner possible; (4) 
The administrator works with groups with individuals with group 
referent, not with individuals such. 

The administrator seen not decision-maker, but rather 
the controller the decision-making process 


sometimes assumed that the function the chief executive 
officer make decisions generally himself because others are 
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incompetent. This not the basic assumption this theory. 
Rather, the assumption that the function the executive 
see that the decision process proceeds effective manner. 


The key concept this discussion that directing and controlling 
the decision-making process. 


Thus raised Homans’ words “that modern peril, false di- 
chotomy.” Can one really distinguish between decision-making and 
the decision-making process? the extent that decision-making 
process, can pinpoint decision? order avoid the picture 
the administrator maker decisions, are presented with one 
the administrator sitting the controls “process” out 
which decisions emerge. Can avoid yet another picture the ad- 
ministrator the arch manipulator? 

the brief discussion the eight theories included this vol- 
ume, self-other relationship appears again and again. Administra- 
tion must take into account the administrator and that which ad- 
ministrates. Here lie the ingredients dichotomy. administra- 
tion dealt with concept, the dichotomy must resolved 
can’t have one theory decision-making and another the de- 
cision-making process. can’t have one theory the administrator 
and another the administrative process. These must seen two 
sides the coin. 

can agree with Griffiths that theory about administration 
urgent, and can thank him for illustrious addition the formu- 
lation ingredient this theory-building. can hope that 
will now resolve his dichotomy. 

step the resolution the self-other relationship, might 
pointed out, that the field education least, significant 
resolution has been formulated the scholars concerned with learn- 
ing. Learning theory encompasses both the learner and the learning 
situation. 

Griffiths presents hopeful picture the administrator one 
who makes difference organization the affairs men. 
important assumption, The hope that adminisiration can 
improved rests the proposition that administration can learned. 
would seem that the application learning theory administra- 
tion will prove fruitful approach the builders administrative 
theory. 


—DONALD TOPE 
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OREGON AUTHORS 
YOUR CO-OP 
The Visual Arts 


Wallace Baldinger 


What look for and enjoy every field the 
arts demonstrated this introduction art 
appreciation. $6.75 


Don Berry 


Gripping and authentic novel Northwest. 
(See NWR review Kenneth Porter this 
issue. $4.95 


All Quiet The Yamhill 
Royal Bensell 


Documentary and true journal the Civil War 
Oregon corporal saw it. $5.00 


Soviet Economic Warfare 
Robert Loring Allen 


analysis the various techniques which 
Russia competing with the world 
markets. $5.00 


Toward Understanding 
Human Personality 
Robert Leeper and Peter Madison 


book insights authority the sub- 
ject. (See NWR review Lloyd Lovell this 
issue. $5.50 


SEE ... BUY 
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Old Book Inc. 
1225 Alder Street 


Bancroft’s Histories Now Available 
Native Races vols. $37.50 
History Mexico vols. $37.50 
History Central America vols. $15.00 
North Mexican States and 


Also see our newly acquired personal law library 


Store Hours: 10-6, 7-9 
Tuesday through Saturday 


Browsers Welcome (Also good conversation) 


Does The 
Half-Educated Man 
Describe Alumnus? 


Are graduating generation specialists, generation men 
whose insight and understanding have been narrowed, rather than 
broadened, their educational experience? Read what one 
bright young alumni, Sam Vahey ‘57, says about higher 
education today, and his plea for educating the whole man. This 
article, among many, packed into the largest OLD OREGON 
ever pages the June-July issue. Subscribe now. 
Simply send for one year OLD OREGON, University Ore- 
gon Alumni Association, Eugene. 
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Index Volume III 

FALL-WINTER, 1959 

Anselm, Felix: Objections Sustained (Aphorisms) 
Crabapple Tree, The, George Hitchcock (Story) 
DeJong, David Cornell: Sportsman 
Ernst, Alice Henson: First Curtains Last 
First Curtains Last Frontier, Alice Henson 
Freemesser, Bernard: Photographic facing page 
Friedman, John B.: Sur Noel: Morte Saison (Poem) 

Harrison, William: San Francisco: Tradition 
Her Gradual Face, Harold Witt 
Hitchcock, The Crabapple Tree (Story) 
LaFlamme, Gladys: You Never Can Teil 
Man the Green Pot Suit, The, Earl Jean Prahl (Story) 
Objections Sustained, Felix Anselm (Aphorisms) 
Photographic Art, Bernard Freemesser, William page 
Prahl, Earl Jean: The Man the Green Pot Suit (Story) 
Radhuber, Stanley G.: Autumn Fire (Poem) 
San Francisco: Tradition Earthquakes, William Harrison 
Silas Thronewick, William Sayres 
Sportsman, David Cornell DeJong 
Sur Noel: Morte Saison, John Friedman 
Thonson, William: Photographic facing page 
You Never Can Tell, Gladys LaFlamme 


Booxs REVIEWED 


Americans, The: The Colonial Experience, 


Conrad the Novelist, Albert Guerard (Carlisle Moore) 
Jospeh Conrad and His Characters: Study Six Novels, 

Sea Dreamer, The: Definitive Biography Joseph Conrad, 

Gérard-Jean Aubry (Carlisle Moore) 
Sociological Imagination, The, Wright Mills (Harry 
Thunder and Sunshine, The, Jerry Allen (Carlisle Moore) 
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SPRING, 1960 


Cranston Sembler, William Cortlandt Sayres 
Kaplan, Robert B.: The T.V. Class: Freshman Composition 
Man the House, The, Mildred Weston 
Mountain Climb, Rick Rubin (Story) 
Orrell, Herbert M.: The Salvation Machine (Story) 
Porter, Kenneth: Grandfather (Poem) 
Sailor’s Rest, George Hitchcock 
Salvation Machine, The, Herbert Orrell (Story) 
Sayres, William Cortlandt: Cranston Sembler 
Class, The: Freshman Composition, Robert Kaplan 
Weston, Mildred: The Man the House 
Winchester Papers, The, Cassill (Story) 
REVIEWED 
Apples from Shinar, Hyam Plutzik (Joseph Langland) 
Crow and the Heart, The, Hayden Carruth (Joseph 
Life the Crystal Palace, Alan Harrington (Martin 


Light and Dark, Barbara Howes (Joseph Langland) 
New Images Man, Peter Selz (Jack Wilkinson) 
Oregon Signatures, John Haislip, Robert Huff, James Hall, William 
Stafford, Kenneth Hanson, Gale, Ernest Moll, Robert Krieger, 
John Bellamy, Frederick Staver, Theodore Holmes, Melvin Follette 


Saint Judas, James Wright (Joseph 
Self-Made Man, The, Reed Whittemore (Joseph 


SUMMER, 1960 


Abell, Ron: Autumn Searchlight 
Abell, Ron: The Humorist Arriviste 
Art Section, Printmakers the facing page 
Malya, Crete 1959, William Witherup 

Autumn Searchlight, Roa Abell (Story) 


Berman, Shelley: The Humorist Arriviste (Discussion) 
Crystal Palace, The: Rebuttal, Ruth Buehler 
Early Naturalists, Adrien Stoutenberg (Poem) 
Fall Icarus, The Charles Madden 
Fuller, Ethel Romig: Summer Rain 
Gaddis, Tom: The Humorist Arriviste 

Gilbert, Sister Mary: Requiem Mass: Convent Cemetery (Poem). 
Golden Well, The, Joseph Singer (Story) 
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INDEX 


Gonzalez, Rafael Jesus: Mexico—Limbo Lost Words. 

Hall, James: Recharging American Gothic 

Humorist Arriviste, The, (Discussion) 

Always Comes Out Dixie, Willard Marsh (Story) 

Madden, Charles F.: The Fall Icarus (Poem) 

Marsh, Willard: Always Comes Out Dixie (Story) 
Mexico—Limbo Lost Words, Rafael Jesus Gonzalez 
Printmakers the Northwest: Art Section 

Recharging American Gothc, James Hall 

Requiem Mass: Convent Cemetery, Sister Mary Gilbert (Poem) 
Secret Knowledge, Lucile Duffy (Story) 
Singer, Joseph: The Golden Well (Story) 

Stafford, William: Two Poems 

Starlin, Glenn: The Humorist Arriviste 

Stoutenberg, Adrien: Early Naturalists 

Summer Rain, Ethel Romig Fuller (Poem) 

Two Poems, Beth Bentley 

Two Poems, William Stafford 

Witherup, William: Malya, Crete 1959 (Poem) 


Administrative Theory, Daniel Griffiths (Donald Tope) 
orld Buckminster Fuller, The, 
Robert Marks (Lee Hodgden) 
Role the School American Society, The, 
Thayer (Alburey Castell) 
Toward Understanding Human Personalities, Robert Leeper and 
Peter Madison (Lloyd Lovell) 
Trask, Don Berry (Kenneth Porter) 
Two Cultures and the Scientific Revolution, The, 
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JAMES HALL (Recharging Amer- 
ican Gothic) poet, critic note 
and Professor English the Uni- 
confused with Oregon’s James Hall 
advisory board. 


LEE HODGDEN (America’s 
Universal Genius) teaches architecture 
the University Oregon. 
worked with Buckminster Fuller 
North Carolina and intrigued the 
man well being expert Fuller’s 
“energetic geometry.” 


LLOYD LOVELL New Per- 
ception) received his Ph.D. psychol- 
ogy from Cornell University, and now 
teaches educational psychology the 
University Oregon. interested 
the effect parental attitudes upon 
personality. 


WILLARD MARSH Always 
Comes Out Dixie) teaches creative 
writing Winthrop College South 
Carolina and working the great 
American novel. the last dozen years 
has published five dozen short stor- 
ies, five dozen poems, and one dozen 
articles publications ranging from 
the SATURDAY EVENING POST 
the ANTIOCH REVIEW. 
included HENRY AWARDS 
1957 and BEST AMERICAN 
SHORT STORIES 1953. 


KENNETH PORTER (Northwest 
Writer Emerges) history professor 
the University Oregon who 
exceptionally well-informed narra- 
tive the Northwest. poem him 
appeared Spring issue. 


JOSEPH SINGER (The Golden 
Well) Salem, Oregon business man 


whose avocation, writing stories, has 
resulted publications nine literary 
magazines. His poems have appeared 
two anthologies and now work- 
ing novel. 


WILLIAM STAFFORD (two 
poems) appeared NWR, Summer, 
1959, the Oregon Centennial Expo- 
sition, Stafford won first prize both 
the poem and short story divisions. His 
poems appear HARPER’S, NEW 
YORKER, POETRY, SATURDAY 
REVIEW, ATLANTIC and others. 
His collection, WEST OUR CITY 
(Talisman Press, Los Gatos, Cali- 
fornia) will out this summer. 


GLENN STARLIN Discussion 
with Shelley Berman) head the 
Speech Department and coordinator 
the Classroom Television Project 
the University Oregon. 


ADRIEN STOUTENBURG (The 
Early Naturalists) whose poems 
NWR’s Fall-Winter 1959 issue 
brought our heaviest verse mail, 
free-lance writer living Berkeley 
whose work published widely the 
NEW YORKER, NATION, PO- 
ETRY and other magazines. 


DONALD TOPE (An Old Di- 
the University Oregon who has long 
been specialist administrative the- 
ory and philosophy. 


BILL WITHERUP (Malaya) has 
been stationed Crete with the USAF. 
went “on the road” for year after 
attending Willamette College, but 
states never met Jack Kerouac. 
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